THE 


3 


ok, 


ROBBERS or THz PYRENEES. 


A 


DRAMATIC PERFORMANCE. 


IN FIVE ACTS. 


LONDON: 


PRINTED FOR ALLEN AND WEST, N* 15, 
 _  PATERNOSTER=ROW. 


1795. 


Tarek ou euILLING AND e- TN. J 


4 ae te 5 —— — 


GALLANT MORISCOES; L 


r . CCL Cs 
— et — _— 
5 Z——— — eli v4 1 
W 8 Soy 4 oor... _ . 
” bn, oO RE ih ger re WANT wry oe 
- —— — — 
2 
9 a 
* 
* 
* 
. 
- 
5 
* 
7 
* 
x 
4 
— 
* 3 " 
mo 4, + % 
if #- LS "I 
72 t * 
„ Þ 2 
- 4 ber 
ff? o 5 1 
7 5 7 
* r . CY 4 f 
* 4 7 
1 ; 
"> % 1 * * 
0 * 12 HOO... »# 
7 ” m S 
PAs xt 4 * 
$4 3. © * 
9 
* 
{ 4 
1 
[| 
5 f 
i 
fl | 
| . 
* * 
[+ ; | 
{ 
3 
4 
I 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


"I ſcenes of the following performance are laid in Bigorre, 
a part of the French Pyrenees ; the vales of which are 
diſtinguiſhed by a number of mineral ſprings, particularly thoſe 


of Bareges, Cauteres, and Bagneres. Much company from 


Spain, Berne, and other parts, frequent theſe waters for the be- 
nefit of their health and amuſement. The variety of proſpects, 
and the contraſt between the ſublimity and awful ruggednefs 


of the mountains, their immenſe chaſms and precipices,—and ; 
the fertility of the adjoining vales, covered with Juxuriant crops 


and interſperſed with winding ſtreams, form a . highly 
beautiful and affecting *. 

In the romantic and commodious cavanne win which 
theſe mountains abound, many fugitives from religious perſe- 
cutions found an aſylum, and committed depredations on the 
travellers that frequented the mineral ſprings, and ſometimes 
became formidable to the country in general. 

The ſufferings which the Moors underwent, and their expul- 
ſion from Spain, through the falſe policy and bigotry of the times, 
have been well deſcribed in the hiſtory of Philip II. of Spain. 
An objection may be made to the mixture of comic and tragic 
adventures, in the following performance ; but a very able critic 
in his defence of Shakeſpeare, obſerves, that as this is the caſe 
in real life, Dramatic Performances, which are underſtood to be 
copies of nature, may be juſtified in the uſe of ſuch comb ina- 
tions. In truth, the object of the Author in this piece, was 
his own entertainment, during- a confinement, after a ſevere 
ſickneſs, and he followed the impulſe of his mind on the occa- 
ſion, without much attention to critical rules and rigid choice of 
language. If it give the reader as much amuſement in peruſal, 
as it yielded him in the e e, the Author will be fuß- 
ciently rewarded, 


* ths We; — N 


* Voyage dans les Pyrences, Frangois, &. Paris, 1789. 
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FeaDINAnD | 

ANTox1o = 
OsMin 

BALTHAZAR 

Dow Jvan, Captain of a Band of Robbers. 
ALVAREZ | 

end 
Cantos © - Robbers, 
ALONZO 1 
ALBERT, &c. 

Judge and Officers of Patrole. 


RosETTA . - 
Lucinda : 
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ROBBERS OF THE PYRENEES, 

ACT” 1 


SCENE J. 
E. ka the Capital of Bigorre, near the French ener 


Enter Don ANTON TO and Dow FERDINAND. 
FrrvinanD. | 


Moc of the beauty and. the pride of Grain, 

Already grace Cautere's min'ral fprings, 

And court the health=diffuſing gales which tan 

The vales of Bareges and plains of Lux. 

AN. Tis rumour'd, theſe ſalubrious baths, this 
ſeaſon, 

Will be, once more, with courtly viſits honour'd. 

None will forget the pomp and majeſty 


Of Namen ſiſter to the late King Francis, 
h B Whoſe 
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Whoſe princely pen has well deſcrib'd her ney 

Nor Abarea, Arragon's firſt Monarch, 
Who here forgot the cares of royalty. 

FerD. Here nature with a contraſt exquiſite, 
The beautiful and awful ſweetly blends : 
Yonder the Pyrenees, with grandeur vaſt, 
Rearing their heads with filver honours crown'd, 
As if they propp'd the ſkies; while on their ſides 

The mountainecer, leaping from rock to rock, 
Purſues the rugged bear: or penſive hears 
The gath'ring torrent craſh the pendant wood, 

Or fall in bright caſcades—illumin'd oft 

With many a bow of Iris :—or aghaſt 

Sees from ſome cliff a mighty maſs of rocks 
Precipitate deſcend, with deaf' ning ſound, 
Shaking the earth's deep centre: or purſues 
Thro' dark defiles, for many a weary league, 

His devious courſe, where hills to hills oppos'd 
With threat'ning fronts, projecting from their baſe, 
Impendent meet and hide the ſolar beams: 
But ſoon a boundleſs proſpect crowns his view 
Of vallies, whiten'd o'er with fleecy flocks, 

With rip'ning orchards fill'd, and waving corn, 
The chryſtal ſtreams meand' ring thro' the meads, 
And frequent hamlets ſmoking o'er the plain. 

AnT. In ruddy health and beautiful proportion 
Of ſtrength and agile grace none can excel 
The hardy, dauntleſs natives of theſe climes : 

hut tell me, Ferdinand, among the crouds 
Who throng this gay reſort, is our old friend, 
Worthy Sebaſtian, yet arriv'd from Spain ? 

Ferp. He is, —I fear upon a bootleſs errand. 

| You know Don. Pedro well, renown'd for wealth 

| it And noble anceſt'ry; if fame ſay true 

1 He is to be Sebaſtian's ſon-in-law. 

xz ANT. : ſhame! to doom the ſummer-blowing 

| roic 

| To wither on the icy breaſt of winter! 

| 0 Ambition 


Wk 
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Ambition thus converts our joys to curſes, 
And oft extracts from nature's wholeſome gifts 
A deadly poiſon, —its own puniſhment, 


But ſee Sebaſtian comes with folded arms, 


And down-caſt eye. — I'll leave you to yourſelves. 
Probe deep his wounds, and give him meet reproof 
With manly freedom. Adieu good Ferdinand. 


Enter Do . 


Ferp. My good old friend, what grief hath pal'd 

your cheek? 
Unlock your breaſt and 10 me ſhare its woes. 
SEBAST. Our deareſt joys are often mix'd with 
pains 


Ass roſes with their thorns, —You know my daugh- 


ter, 
— The idol of my heart ! the precious caſket 
In which the treaſure of my peace is lodg'd! 
F᷑xRp. Sure never ſpring of youth gave fairer pre- 
lage 
Of growing worth—the mark of public gaze, 
And model for her ſex's imitation. 


Il had a daughter once! She too like your's 
Might now have ting'd my mn clouds with 


gladneſs: 

— But ſhe is ſet in night 

SEBAST. Juſt ſeen and loſt de lovely bud was 

blaſted 

Ere it was blown. —If I remember right, 

On your return to Spain from Vera Cruz, 

With all the fond impatience of a father, 

You preſs'd to ſee your daughter, left an infant; 

But, on the road, ſome cruel ſpoilers came, 

Who robb'd you of a diamond of ſuch value 


As fam'd Potoli's mines could ill repay ! 


Faep. They tore her from my heart, and left a 


wound : 
B 2 No 
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No charm medicinal, no time can heal! 

| Ir bleeds afreſh !-——Bur you who boalt a daughter 
Of ripen'd excellence, with every charm 

To win the lover's, glad the father's breaſt, — 

Of what can you complain? 

SEBAST. That ſhe has every grace and every virtue 

A lover or a poet's fancy pictur'd, 

I frankly own; yielding as ſoften' d wax 

To each impreſſ on of her parents' will, 

Howe'er oppos'd to hers. Hence 'tis I'm 

wretched! 

Ehe honour of my houſe, —my darling hope, 

To ſee her fill a ſhining ſphere of glory, 

Robs me of peace. Ho can I bear her ſtruggles 

To check or bend her love to my commands, 

Hide with forc'd ſmiles the pangs which rend her 
heart, 

And, like the lamb, with meekneſs kiſs the altar, 

On which her faireſt hopes are ſacrificed. _ 

Ft:rpD. Pardon Sebaſtian, tis unwiſe and cruel 
To ſtrain too far the ſtring of ſuch obedience. 
You with her happy ;—why then rudely blaſt 
The heart's beſt, deareſt bleſſing, mutual love? 
If Oſmin be her choice, no youth in Spain 
Gives richer promiſe of excelling virtue: 

Tho adverſe ſtorms have toſs'd his youthful. bark, 
Experience well repays adverſity. 
DEBAST. I've gone perhaps too 2 But, O ſor- 
give | 
My fond ambition for a daughter's glory ! 
*T was rath to baniſh Oſmin from my houſe, 
And uſe the ſacred cords of filial love 
To force a hated marriage with Don Pedro. 
— But I reletir—her choice ſhall ſtill be free, 
If the be wretched, —farewell | Peace for me, 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
The Road 10 Cauteres. Night. 


Os IN, BALTHASAR: his Squire, and MouNnTAINEERS, 
_ as Guides, © 0 


Osuix. The night is pleaſant : but the road rugged 
and tedious, How far, my honeft tellows, is it trom 


this to the village of Bircos ? | | 

1\t. Guipz. About two miles. We ſhall be there | 
anon. | 
2d. Guips. Not till morning unleſs we beſlir 
ourlelves, 

Os ulx. Come on then, my Giends; ; let's puſh for- 
ward like men. 

Barrn. If you have any value for me, dear maſ- 
ter, let us halt, a murrain curry that dog of a land- 
lord for not getting us mules. I am in a eee 
thaw ; as completely ſoaked as if I had juſt emerg'd 
from the ſuds. You have no more milk of ity in 

you than a dried ſtock-fiſn, if you will not ſtop to 
breathe a little. Conſider the vaſt load I bear, the 
baggage on my ſhoulders, a portly comprehenſive 
body, and a mind overburden'd with cares for your 


welfare. 
Os MIN. A little faſting and mortificatton will 


be of benefit to both. 
BaLrH. If that's the caſe, by St. Antony of Pa- | 
dua, I am like enough to be a Saint of the fixſt or- 


„ by this journey. For my ſtomach is now as 


empty and ſhrivell'd as your purſe; and the mad 
chaſe we are on, and the dry chin diet of your love, 
which is ſerv'd up to me from morning till. ay, is 
luthcient to mortify an Anchorite. 

Os uv. No more of that, good Balthazar, If you 
are wearied of the enterpriſe, you are welcome to 


return. I aſk you not to ſtir an inch further with 
me. 


. 
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me. *Twas your own propoial io accompany me. 
—1 know by Lucinda's laſt letter, that ſhe will paſs 
the next village to morrow or within a few days, 
and, if I miſs feeing her, the may be loſt to me tor 
ever! I will therefore be there this night. | 
BaLrh. Why my little, pecviſh, tender-hearted 
milkſop. Yeu know I'd climb the Pyrenees, fore- 
ſwear ſtrong potations, or dine on water-gruel for 
your ſake. But we are not couriers, or the King's 
expreſs; we need not travel like wild geeſe, or other 
birds of paſſage. 

Os ux. I have told you m/ buſineſs demands diſ- 
patch. 

BaLrTH. You have often told me, that I have an 
incurable vis inertiæ about me. You know I'm not 
compos'd for rapid motion, except in deſcent, and 
that my body is as apt to thaw with exerciſe, as my 
heart is to melt with charity, 

Osuix. Well, well, I grant you may have good 
nature; but it is ſo clouded, overloaded, and incas'd 
with that enormous maſs uf matter, that ſcarce a 
gleam of it can break forth to chear a friend. How 
often have 1 told you, that Don Sebaſtian, Lucin- 
da's father, priding himſelf in his family honours, 
and high deſcent, as a grandee of Spain, has for- 
bidden his daughter to receive any longer my ad- 
dreſſes! 

Barn. And let me tell you maſter, the world 

will applaud his diſcretion in keeping up the dig- 
nity of his houſe. Is it nothing, think you, to have 
bud his blood run pure for centuries, from the re- 
nowned Guzmans? _ 

OsMin. Curſe on ſuch ridiculous honour! In my 
notion that's the beſt blood, which warms the heart 
to intend, and the hand to execute great and good 
actions, whether it moves 1n the veins of a beggar 
or grande. | 


BaLTH, 
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Barrn. The value of the metal may be the ſame, 
but it will not paſs current without the uſual ſtamp: 


at leaſt not, you find, with Don Sebaſtian. 


OsMin. No, he prefers the ſhadow to the ſub- 


ſtance. He has rejected the ſimple habitation of 
love and youth, and will immure his daughter in a 


ſplendid monument, adorn'd with eſcutcheons and 
mould'ring images of weeping cupids. The fatal 


day is appointed for her marriage with Don Pedro, 


and, unleſs I ſnatch her from his arms, or move the 
father to pity, we ſhall be both undone. 

BaLTH. Well, don't be angry my love-ſick boy. 
You know] valueyou asmuch as myſelf, and ſincerely 
wiſhus both happy this night. Vou, feaſting on Lucin- 
da's ſmiles and encircled in her arms—and IJ, with a 


ſtomach well-lin'd with ragous, ſnoring in the warm 


embrace of Morpheus. | 

But hark, I hear the ſound of horſes ! Travellers 
perhaps, who will direct us to ſome neighbouring 
inn. 


Enter Juan, Cann CaRLos, Ven Au- 
SELM, Sc. Robbers, armed with Carbines and Piſlols. 


Juan. Surround them immediately, Stop and 
ſurrender yourſelves. You dic, if you offer to reſiſt 
or run. | The Guides run off. 


Osmin. Keep off, approach at your peril. Bal- 


thazar! Guides! ſhew yourſelves men !—What is 


your deſign? Whence this cauſeleſs, hoſtile attack 
on the King's high road ? 

Juan. Blood! and fury! no words, but deliver 
up your ſword. Reſiſtance is in vain. Seize them 
and bind them immediately. 

BaLTH. Spare my life, and take all I have. I'm 
an honeſt poor man, not worth your capture, I 
crave mercy on my knees, Hurt not my R 

N 5 lim 8 
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limbs—1I have a poor wife and ten children, who 
depend! on me for bread. 

UAN. Peace, peace, you gluttonous, over-gorg'd, 
ſwag-bellicd poltroon, bind "him faſt and my with 
him. 

CLaup. The knaves, theit companions, have fled 
and left the baggage behind. The youth (aſide) 
made a gallant defence, and might perhaps be per- 
ſuaded to enrol himſelf among us. 

Osuix. Bound.) Unfortunate wretch that Lam! 
O cruel diſaſter! that robs me of every hope of 


Lucinda. If you are men, if you have pity, which 


ever diſtinguiſhes the brave, either ſet me free, or 
take my life. Death to me will be ſweeter than 
captivity, for by captivity I ſhall loſe all that can 
render life deſireable. 

Juan. We have not a moment to loſe, either their 
lives muſt be forfeited, or we muſt convey them di- 
rectly into cuſtody, I'm for immediate execution. 

Carros. By his roſy cheek, ſwell'd paunch, and 
ſleek ſkin, this fellow looks as if he was no bad 
judge of eating and drinking. What ſay you, 
would he not be uſeful in the kitchen? 

BaLTi. Make me cook, ſcullion, kitchen-wench, 
or turn-ſpit; and may heavens bleſs your honours, 
you'll find me truſty; only ſpare our lives. My 
maſter is a great ſcholar—treth from Salamanca, he 


can bleed, bliſter, ſet an arm, or cut off a leg, with 


the beſt ſurgeon of them all: and I'm an excellent 
hand at toſſing up a fricaſee or ragout. I can dreſs 
a calepaſh or calipe to a hair. I have the beſt. 
noſe and palate in Chriſtendom. 

Juan, Peace you porpuſs! or that high-ſeaſon'd 
carcaſs ſhall be a meal for the fowls of the air. 


What ſay you, friends, ſhall we keep them priſoners ? 


All. Agreed, agreed. 
Joan. Away then—away ! I hear the approach of 


ſtrangers—away! „ 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
- Spacious Cave, lighted up with Lamps. 


Enter Band of Robbers, parading the flage with Ou 
and Ba LTHAZAR, bound. 


Juan. Is all our troop arriv'd? Come muſter 
ſtrait. 

A bootleſs venture this, —a luckleſs night. 

CARLOS. None miſſing ; . but all hale, and keen as 
hounds 

To ſtart new game, 

Joan, Conduct theſe captives bound to ſeparate 
| cells, 

While we retire and fix their deſtiny. 

But hark! what noiſe is this? - Be on your guard! 

| r tis Albert with his band return di 


1 ALBERT with a * 


'Tis he! *tis he! welcome moſt noble comrades! | 
How have you ſped this night? 

ATB. Bravely my boys! Fortune has made 
| amends | 
For paſt neglect, and crown'd our valour nobly. _ 
[ Shew purſes and baggage. 
| We've eas'd the doating miſers of their cares, 
And promis'd fair to guard their treaſures for them. 
Bur our fatigues demand repoſe. —Let's in. 

Joan. (To the ſervants) Prepare a gay repaſt, our 

choiceſt wines! 
And, while the mirth- inſpiring glaſs goes round, 
We'll count the gains and labours of the day. 
CLaup. The youth, our captive, merits due 
_ compaſſion ! 


His courage and his mien beſpeak his heart wy 
C Of 
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Of nobler mould, not aſking harſh reſtraint. 
Shall we unbind his arms, his grief conſole, 
And hoſpitably order meet refreſhment ? 
CakL. Whether we deſtine him for death or free= 
| dom, 
The brave will not inſult a gallant foe, 
Nor give a wound, unleſs the cauſe demand it. 


All, Agreed, agreed. 


SCENE IV. 
The Kit chen. 


Enter Rostrra, DoxxA ALVAREZ, LroxoRa, Dos 
 ROTHEA, and URSULA. | 


1 Uns. Lord have mercy on me! What has brought 
you all here together. Eh! eh! I ſmell a rat. 
What you ſcent ſome freſh game, do you ? Some new 
I! male creatures caught? Why you hover together 
1 like crows about carrion, or waſps about honey, I 
I warrant 0 all know there are two gallants ſent 
home as prizes. | 
Don. What then goody turnſpit. What if ſome 
folks fpirits are as much reviv'd by the light 
3 of a freſh face, as mine is by a new cap, or your's 
1 dy a warm cordial—where's the harm of it. Old as 
4 you are, I warrant you have a little itch of euriolity 
| about you, as well as your neighbours, 
3 Ros. I am told the young captive is very ſullen, 
| it and laments his fate moſt piteouſly. | 
1 Lxox. I went into his cell to offer him a repaſt : 
but he ſate with his arms folded, ſeem'd not to ſee 
me, and anſwered only with a ſigh. I fear he will 


| | do ſome miſchief to himſelf. He made my heart 
| I | | ake 


F AS A - BW 
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ake to ſee the tears ſtream down his manly cheeks. 


Ros. Well, we can't be blam'd for pitying him. 


Perhaps he has a father and mother at home, who 


will be inconſolable for his loſs :—or ſome fond 5 


friend. 


Dok. Or rather ſome fair miſtreſs like you, who 
will, poor foul! think ev'ry hour an age till his re- 
turn. 

AL v. All have learnt from my huſband is, that 
he is ſaid to be a well educated youth, of ſome {kill 
in ſurgery, and that his Squife is thought of for our 
cook 
Ons. Grammercy ! I'm very glad of that. For 
ever ſince the death of my dear huſband Sancho, 
(heav'n reſt his bones,) nothing has been dreſs'd to 
their minds. Well, T bleſs my ſtars, tis an ill 
wind blows nobody good. I hope their lives will 


be ſpar'd—if only through pity to me. 


ALv; Can' t we hear more of them ? A rhoug cht 
ſtrikes me. Doll, oo 're an artful bags be l fog. 
pole you go into the quire's cell, to men 


or on ſome other errand. 


Dog. Leave it to me. I'll dive into their ſecrets 
and make you a faithful report. [ Exit. 

Ros. How much I pity this unfortunate captive. 
Nine years or more have I been immur'd in this pri- 
ſon, withour' the comfort of parents or relations. 
Shut out from daylight and deprived of all the plea» 
ſures youth can fancy. — But my Claudio's love is 
ſome compenſation. He was certainly born to bet- 
ter hopes, and his confinement here has ſav'd the 
lives, and mitigated the ſufferings of many, He 
will conſole the diſtreſs of this young ſtranger, an 
his courage and prudence will ſome 1 Aalen us 


from captivity. 4 1 


Ca © gcaNE 
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SCENE V. 
Os IN in a Cell. 


Osuix. O moſt diſaſt'rous chance Lad ll think 
no more 
No tears, no pray'rs can ſooth their flinty hearts. 
I courted death: But they denied the boon. 
While in this dreary den I drag out life, 


My rival triumphs o'er my love for ever. 
She thinks me falſe, upbraids my treachery, 


And trembling, ſighing, tears me from her breaſt. 
Perhaps ev'n now the holy rites are paſs'd, 
He calls her his and claſps her in his arms ! 25 
—Accurſed thought! my tortur'd brain's on fire— 
Yet one reſource 1 is left—T have a dagger= - 

I raus the dagger. 
This friend at leaſt will ſet the pris'ner free. 


| — Dear maid adieu! may no regret for me, 


Diſturb the peaceful current of your joys! 
But if remembrance of our former loves, 
Should ever fix a thought on wretched Oſmin, 
O pay this tribute to his penſive ſhade, 
His love, tho! molt unhappy, was moſt true! 
But let me pauſe,—ſay, ſhall I ramely ſhrink _ 
Beneath my woes, and leave my honour ſtain'd? _ 
When ſhe with noble conſtancy, may ſtem 
Oppoſing foes, and live perhaps for me? 
Ah, this unnerves my hand i—Avaunt deſpair! 
Her ſpotleſs faith ſhall baniſh ev'ry fear, 4 15 
And light the lamp of hope to cheer my bondage. 
Perhaps kind heav'n, that, in its wiſdom, oft. 
The greater good educes from the ill, 1 618 
May break my chains, and crown my conſtancy. 
*Tis virtue's part the beſt to will and act, 
To brave with courage, or ſubmit with patience, 
And leave to wiſer fate to fix the iſſue, 

. SCENE 


% 
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scENE VI. 


large Room wit the Robbers ſeated round a table, 


Juan. Are our horſes taken care of and the door 


of the cavern well ſecur'd ? 
Alv. All's well attended to. ; Snug's the word! 
we may defy the Alguazils. Tis time to relax 


from buſineſs, noble captain you” health. What, 


hoa ! more lights here. 


As. Six hampers of wine! no bad prise! of the 


beſt ſort. I warrant, for it was conlign'd to a con- 
clave of jolly monks at the Springs. £2 

| Juan. I warrant the loſs will impoſe a more 
wholeſome mort i fication and Penance, Ur wy 
have endur'd for their lives. 


Cak. That fat dominican has yielded us a noble 


: beaty! he was loaded with the price of ſix years in- 

dulgencies. If he could have decently pocketed the 
fees, he would have given us a plenary one for rob 
ing his maſter. 

Axs. Two thouſand ducats! a rare wind-fall my 
maſters. The rogues who purchas'd theſe paſſports 
to heav'n, have wip'd off their ſcore of iniquity 
with the tears of many a widow and orphan. 
Av. But did you obſerve the oddity of the little 
counſellor of Toledo. Uſe is ſecond nature. When 
I preſented my piſtol, he held out his hand for his 
fee. When I told him 1o deliver he ſaid, tho” 
there were many turns in the law, there were no 
returns. When I order'd him to be brief, he 
thank'd me for the hint and ſaid, if I ever ſtood at 


the bar, I might command his advice and counſel, a 


gratis, on my trial. 
Rop. Gallant captain your health, gentlemen all. 
What ſucceſs bave you had? ? | 
Juan, 


— 
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Juan. Nothing but hard blows - A young cava. 
lier and his greaſy attendant, who have nothing in 
their baggage, bur flames and darts, ſonnets and 
love epiſtles. 

CLaup. The youth deſendod himſelf brayely, as 
one who valued not life, and would do no dithonour 
to our troop. He ſeems difappointed in his proſ- 
pects and may probably be diſpos'd to join us. 

Alox. At the firſt onſet his truſty ſquire fell 

roſtrate on his face, bedewing the graſs with ha- 
lations, and roaring like a town- bull. 

Juan. They have coſt us more than twice their 
value. My ſentence was — Blood for blood, and the 
ſooner we rid ourſelves of them the better. rod” 

CLaup. The brave are generous. If we grant 
him his life, his valour and activity may be uſeful to 
us. Or if we chuſe not to truſt him in the field, he 
may be ſerviceable in our domeſtic concerns. 

Alox. Let Claudio, Carlos, Alvarez, and ſome 
others confer with him, and give us the reſult.— 
As to his jolly counterpart, he ſeem'd to be a fel- 
low of ſome humour, and will be no bad recruit to 
our kitchen. | 

Joan. Well, be. it ſo. But mark me. This ill 
judg'd clemency will, one day, work a mine to our 
ruin. | bs rm | 


_—— 


SCENE VI I. 


N in bis Cell. 


Barry. Was ever poor Varlet fo maltreated, 
founder'd and beſpatter'd as J am! Pinion'd and 
faſten'd behind on a galling high-trotting jade, like 
a miller's fack, or a fatted calf carried to = 

7 | | n 
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And after eſcaping death from their piſtols and to- 
ledo's, I am now to be intomb'd alive Lord have 
mercy on us! A comfortable ſituation this indeed, 
for a man of my complexion! I am as prettily 
diſh'd up as any knight-errant in romance.—Bal- 
thazar Loyola! Balthazar Loyola! What doſt thou 
here? Were your brains ſun-dried and ev'ry atom 
of wit exhal'd, to ſcamper about the country in 
queſt of adventures? Even if 1 eſcape with life, my 
honour will be loſt, I ſhall be caricatur'd on the 
top of ballads, and be the theme of woetul ditties 
thro' the ſtreets of Seville and Salamanca. I that 
in my youth was thought the paragon of prudence, 
and pointed out as an example of ſagacity. Curſe 
on my ſtars, I ſhall ever after this, ſulpers 1 am no 

wiſer than my neighbours. <— 


Enter DoRoTHEA, 


But who is here? A damſel, as roſy as Hebe! Her 
health beſpeaks pity and good cheer—perhaps ſhe 
may ſupply my wants. Sweet maiden, or rather miſf- 
treſs of the houſe, have compaſſion on a famiſh'd 
_ Captive, and, if I am to die in this priſon, let me 
not die in piece-meals, the worſt of deaths to me, 
by thirſt and hunger. 

Don. I dare not without leave; but, if it de- 
pended on me 

BAL TH. Bleſs your ſweet countenance; I was 
confident you would aſſiſt me; for I never knew 
any of your ſex, but the ill-favour'd and antiquated, 
that were not goodnatur'd and pitiful. _ 
Don. I thank you for your compliment, Sir. I 
ſee you have liv'd among great folks by your flat- 
tery. Alas, Sir! I pity you and your companion, 
who gives himſelf up to deſpair. Have you known 
him long, Sir? Were you neighbours? 5 
BALTH. 
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BAlLTH. Known him! I have lov'd him from a 
boy, and have grown fat in his father's kitchen. 
It has been my beſt road to preferment, from ſcul- 
lion to cook, from waiter to butler: and, if our 
precious hope of the family had ſucceeded I might 
have riſen to be major domo, and reached the dig- 
nity. for which nature and my figure intended me. 
AI muſt even ſubmit to my fate and wear my ſhoe, 
tho' it pinch my corns :—ÞBut ſorrow, my dear, is 
very dry, and misfortunes like mine require a good 
flock of wholeſome diet, as well as patience to ſup- 
port them. 1 5 
Dor. I'll do my beſt for you anon. Some re- 
freſhment has been. order'd for the young gentle- 
man: but he, {weet youth, ſeems to have little appe- 
tite for any thing. He laments himſelf ſo ſadly, 
and ſighs ſo piteouſly, that I could weep with him. 
I dare ſay, the poor dear gentleman is in love. 
How ſorry I am for his miſtreſs! 5 
BaLTH. Yes, he is a good-hearted youth, and 
| longs as much for his love, as I do for my ſupper. 
But if heav'n ſpare my lite, and drought and fa- 
mine leave me the uſe of my tongue, I'll tell you 
all his ſtory, ſweet maid, ſome favourable time. 
Uns. (thin) What Dorothea, Dorothea! ho. 
Dor. Coming, coming. Are his father and mo— 
ther alive? How I pity them. Te 
Barth. No my dear, his mother died ſome 
years ago, and his father Don Franciſco, God reſt 
his ſoul, was buried a twelvemonth paſt, A wor- 
thy gentleman ; but unfortunate in his old age, for 
he left the youth more accompliſhed in education 
than wealth. He lov'd and was belov'd by his miſ- 
treſs: but he, in her father's opinion had too little, 
becauſe ſhe has more than enough for both. 
Uns. Why Dorothea, Dorothea, is the girl deaf? 
Dok. Coming, coming. Is it ſtill to be a 
match? 


BALTH. 
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BALTH. My dear creature, you ſhall know all 
ſome other time, I'm almoſt famiſh'd. 

Dor. Have patience, Sir. Some refreſhment is 
preparing. Have patience—Is the marriage 
Bal H. Patience lam always moſt patient after a 
hearty meal; but, mine ſeems as flow in coming as 
a hand to an old maid, or a legacy to a ruin'd 
ſpendthrift. | | 


Don. Well, I'll run and ſee what can be done. 
But remember you are to tell me all the ftory. (going) 
BaLTH. Bleſſings on you, gentle Dorothea, you 
ſhall always be remember'd in my prayers.—. A 
charming girl, with moſt inviting lips : but rather 
too curious. She would be a moſt. delicious deſert 
atter a good meal. Methought ſhe ey'd me rather 
wiſhfully, Well I never ſhall have to anſwer for the 


liq of breaking a maiden's heart by my cruelty. 


Enter DoRoTHEA and LEONOR A—Spread the table. 


Dor. O here's Leonora with the cloth and ſome 
appearances of ſupper. And Sir, rare news for 
you! I wiſh you much joy of your life, and we con- 
gratulate ourſelves, that you are to be commander 
in chief of the kitchen.—Shall J help you to the 
wine ? 15 DS. - 7 
BALTH. Your healths, ſweet girls. You admi- 


niſter, my dear, the beſt confolation to a man in 


diſtreſs; for in all my journey thro' life, I have 
found a cup of good wine, and a ſtomach well lin'd, 
a better reſtorative from care, than all the muſty 

ſaws and dry maxims of the ſchools. _ | 
Dor. Well, tho' I ſaid it myſelf, who ſhould not, 
you will find a plentiful and well-ſtor'd cellar, and 
Mr. Cook, if you accept the title, you'll not repent 
your preferment. Come ſupper will be here anon; 
don't be fretful and low-ſpirited, Tk: 
7D D Bar ru. 
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BALTH. Never fear my ſpirits, good Dorothea. 
I always take things by the beſt handle; for I think 
it the wiſeſt, as they ſay 'tis politeſt, to make ev” f. 
place as eaſy as home; and if poor Balthazar mu 
drink of the cup of ſorrow, it ſhall not be of his 
own brewing, and a cheerful mind will ſweeten the 
draught. Come, in return for your civility, I'll 
give you (while ſupper is coming) a ſpecimen of 


my philoſophy. 


SONG. 


Let ſages be vain of their maxims and rules, 

While their four, wrinkled faces proclaim chem for 
fools: 

The true art of living, as far as I know, | 

Is to wrap yourſelf ſnug, and take things as chey g go. 


II. 


Shou'd good humour'd fortune preſent me a treat, 
A gay laughing heart ſhall be ſauce to my meat; 
But if ſhe prove cruel--the beſt 1 can do, 

Is to wrap myſelt nug, and take ny: as they go. 


III. 


If the girl * my heart give a ſmile to my 11 
She ſhall have love for love - and abundance to boot: ; 


If coy— ſhall 1 hang, or ſit tighing heigh ho! 
No I'll wrap myſelf ſnug, and take things : as e 


| 80. 
Iv. 


In wedlock, ad'zooks! ſhould I get as iny lot 


| Inſtead of an angel, a vixen, or ſot, 


Tho” her thunder be follow 'd by rain or by ſnow, 


I'll wrap myſelf ſnug, and take things as they go. 
WII 
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V. 


Will grief cure the cooth-ache, ; or eme a bel 44 
Will duns, or the gout be affuag'd by a fret? 
Repining and whining bur double our woe, 

So I'll Re and be fat, and take things as they 20. 


I. 


This life is a ſea then let prudence preſide, 
And honeſtly ſtill be my compaſs and guide; | 
My great coat is patience,—then blow high or low, 
] u wrap myſelf ſnug, and take things as they go. 


[Exeant 
End of the Firſt Aci. | 
— 2 8 
A K 11. 
SCENE I. 


Chamber in the Caves 


Enter Oui. Criaupio, Caklos, ALvarer, 
ALONZO. 


ALVAREZ, 
OME noble youth, diſpel this . 
Our wiſh is to enroll you in our bands, 
Or make captivity leſs galling to you. 
Alox. Think not ignobly of us, gentle ſtranger, 
 Ne<cti.ty alone impels our arms, 
D2 Not 
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Not uncurb'd licence, and low thirſt of plunder. 
Within the windings of theſe hollow mountains, 
Dwell num'rous troops, whom perlecution's ſcourge 
Drove from the haunts of men. 

CAR. Our fathers, friends, 
Were brave Moriſcoes, whole induſtrious arts 
Commerce and patient labours were to Spain 
Of higher value than the weſtern world. us 
Thouſands enrich'd with blood Grenada's plains, 
Or weep out weary life in baniſhment, 

Alox. Oft too theſe fertile vales have ſmok d 

with blood 

Of gallant Albigers—O impious deed! 
O dire example of fanatic zcal ! 
When to Beziers, the perſecuted victims 
For refuge fled, and Simon Count of Montfort, 
(Mov'd with compaſſion at the gen'ral carnage.) 
Preſs'd that the ſword might ſtay its fatal ravage, 
Nor flay the faithful with the heretic. 
« Kill all! Kill all!” cried bloody Dominic, 
« Leſt any of th' accurſed fect eſcape. 
« Leave it to heav'n, hereafter to diſtinguiſh 
Its choſen children from th' apoſtate crew.“ 

Os MIN. O that religion, —richeſt boon of heaven, 
To chear, expand, and clevate the ſoul, | 
To teach dim erring virtue's end and aim, 

Link heart to heart, confirm the ſocial bond, 
And form on earth a paradiſe of peace, 

That ſhe, meek herald of philanthropy ! 

Shou'd be the ſervile pander of ainbition, | 
The tool of fraud, and hood-wink'd ſuperſtition ! 
The woe-denouncing trump of civil war! 
Diſſolve the ties of brother, father, friend, 

And tear each ſoft affection from the boſom! | 

ALv. Time never from my memory can blot 
The fatal ſcene, when Philip's ſtern decree 
Exil'd our wretched race to Afric's ſhores, 


Leaving 
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Leaving no choice but death or baniſhment, 
Or worſe than death, to damn the faith we lov'd. 

ALON. O ſpectacle of woe! 

The weeping mother pray'd, in vain, to ak 

A laſt embrace from her fond, trembling children; 
—Devored to ſome dark monaſtic cell, 

To purye the errors of their parents creed. 
Thouſands were cramm'd in peſtilential wombs 

Of ſhips ill-freighted for the adverſe ſhore, 

To fall by famine, poverty, diſeaſe; | 

Or, happier victims! by the native's hands. 

A few of us ſurviv'd—if life tis call'd 

To lurk ſequeſter'd in theſe gloomy dens, 

And prowl, like hungry wolves, at night for prey. 

Osmin. Heav'n knows I pity you; for, oft my 

father | 
Has told the moving NY and wept to ſce 
The ſun of Spain deſcending from its zenith 
Reft of its beams, a bloody ſign to nations! 

Ans. So let it be—till woes on woes encreaſing, 
The arts departing and diſmember'd empire, 
Shall warn her to reſpect the heav'n- taught leſſon, 
That freedom is the ſacred right of all — 

The nurſe of commerce, induſtry, and arts, 
The firmeſt baſe of public peace and glory! f 

CLaud, I know your honour's pure as fleecy ſnow 
That hangs tremendous o'er the mountains brow ; 
But melted down by perſecution's fires, 

Or by the head-long current of the times, 

It changes to a torrent dark and dreadful 
Ruſhing impetuous down o'er cv'ry mound, 
And bearing death and ravage in its courſe. 
Alox. Tho? fierce as tigers in the heat of battle 
We feel compaſſion for the fallen foe, 
And aim to conquer hate, and bind allegiance 
By deeds of confidence and courteſy. 
— But duty calls us. Our commiſſion with you 
We leave to Claudio, and your future 7 
E xeunt. | 
Manent 
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 Manent CLauplo and Os ix. 


CLavp. Believe me, Signior, I pity your misfor- 


tune: but a mind brave as yours, will rife above it. 


OsMin. Accept my gratitude for your well in- 
tended mercy : but, ſay on what terms? Am I to DE 
tree, or paſs my lite in bondage ? 

CLaup. We are all ſo convinc'd of your merits. 
that we think it an honour to call you one of our- 
felves. Plenty and feſtivity will reward your cour- 
age and ſervices in the field. 

Osmin. Periſh lite rather than accept of it, on 
ſuch conditions. I am in your power, tis true; 
but, my honour 1s in my own keeping. 

CLavy. Generous youth ! How much I aſpire to 
deſerve your friendſhip. Your ſteady virtue thews 
I may rely on you with ſafety. I have pleaded for 
your life, and ſav'd it, and freely riſk my own in 


your hands. 


Osmin. Whatever honour will Juſtify, you may 
command from me. | 
CLaup. Know then—lI deteſt the life 1 lead. 
Born of no ignoble parents, and with all the advan- 
tages of education, I waſted a liberal fortune in li- 
centioutneſs. A cruel creditor wreſted from me my 
little all, and afterwards threw me into priſon. Eſ- 
caping thence, I meant to earn an honeſt livelihood 
by arms; but being, unfortunately, attacked and 
made priſoner, by the band that occupy this cavern, 
after Jong fruitleſs endeavours to be freed, I was 
induc'd to join them, in hopes, that their confi- 
dence and ſome opportunity would favour my eſcape. 
Hitherto I have been unſucceſsful ; but heav'n may 
yet be propitious to my wiſhes. 
OsmMiN, I pity much your hard caſe: and will 
contribute all in my power to our deliverance. 
Crap. 
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CLAup. You may be greatly inſtrumental to my 
freedom and your own. By aſſuming chearfulneſs 
and gaining an aſcendancy over the band, (which 
your abilities will ſoon give you) we may ſecure our 
eſcape. on 

Os ui N. Never, Claudio, never, will I ſtain my 
honour for the beſt purpoſes. If I am doom'd to 
paſs a wretched life in this gloomy ſepulchre, I will 
ſubmit with patience: but Iwill never ſacrifice what 
is dearer than even freedom—the approbation of mz 
own mind. | | | 
__ _Cravp. Even yet we may cheriſh hope. We 
have long wanted one to aſſiſt us, in the medical 
art. Your ſervant informs us you have ſome ſkill in 
ſurgery; this will recommend you to protection, 
and when ſuſpicion is remov'd, the path to freedom 
will be open. 1 | | | 

Osmin. Whatever I can do to be uſeſul, without 
partaking of their guilt, you may command me in: 
but [ fear our deliv'rance will be too late to fave me 
from ruin: the trueſt, beſt of women will, in my ab- 
ſence, fall a ſacrifice to parental ambition. 

CLauvp. Even here alſo I can ſympathize with 
you. For know, gallant youth, that in this cavern __ 
is confin'd—all that my heart holds dear. She 
wants, indeed, the poliſh of education: but intrin- 
fically like an unwrought diamond, poſſeſies ev'ry 
grace and virtue. O! how happy will be the day 
when I can reſtore her to light and liberty. 8 

Osuix. Give me your hand. From this hour, 
our hearts and fates {hall be entwin'd. I will en- 
deavour to ſubdue my feelings, and ſuit myſelf ro my 
condition. On you I fhall reſt to contrive a fa- 
vourable plan for eſcape. You ſlall never repent 
of your confidence. „ 

CLaup. Adieu my friend; for I will call you 
ſuch. O that J had poſſeſs'd reſolution to have 
maintain'd the ſame unſullied honour : but, by re- 
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prefling the cruel and ſaving the lives of the inno- 


cent, I may have aton'd for ſacrificing ſtrict juſtice 


to prudence and policy. | | La. 
scENE th: 


Enter Ros kr TA and Donna Avas. 


Ros. When ſhall we have an excurſion into the 


country? It is now ſpring, and a view of the green 
fields, and the trees in bloom; inhaling the balmy 


breezes, and liſt'ning to the muſic of the birds, will 
give me an inexpreſſible delight after ſo long a con- 


finement in theſe ſubterrancous regions. Say, dear 
mother, for ſo you have always taught ine to call 


you, when ſhall be the happy day? 
ALv. Be not impatient my dear child. Our band 
has been ſo much engag'd in ſerious buſineſs, thit 


we have had no room lately for an excurſion of plea» . 
fure; and you know we are never ſulfer'd to go out 


alone: Claudio, I'll anſwer for it, wiil ſeize the 
firſt opportunity to oblige you, | 


Ros. I ſee you with to divert my requeſt by rail= 


lery ; but I know your good-nature will grant it as 


ſoon as poſſible. 
AIV. Fie, fic, Roſetta, your bluſhes, and confu- 


ſion betray you: but, why make a myſt ry of an at- 


tachment, which we all know, and approve. There 


is not a more accompliſh'd youth in the troop than 


Claudio. | 


Ros. A truce to hoſtilities : I am not inſenſible of 
the high deſerts of Claudio, and your goodneſs will 
make me always regard you as a mother, and the 


beſt of friends. You have rear'd me up with the 
tendereſt care, inructed me with aſſiduity, and re- 


vev's 


1 
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 liev'd by your ſmiles the horrors of confinement, 


and the long loſs of parents, and relatives. 

ALV. You have more than repaid my little atten- 
tions. They were the reſult of affection, which I 
conceiv'd for you, at our firſt interview. Don Al- 
varez had often heard me wiſh for ſome female com- 
panion, to conſole me for the loſs of my own chil- 


_ dren, and amule me in this dreary retreat, whither 


our misfortunes drove us. When you and your fe- 
male attendants were feiz'd by our band, on a jour- 
ney to meet your father, he diſmiſs'd them, and 


brought you here with your cloaths, and jewels, 


which beſpoke no obſcure birth. You could not 


have been more than eight. You extended your 


little arms, ran to my embrace, bath'd my face 
with your tears, and cried, Dear mother protect me! 
ſhield me!“ and, while I live, you ſhall never want a 
triend !— But here comes Leonora, and Dorothea. 


Enter LEONORA * Dogor HEA. 


Dok. We're all alive in the kitchen: our new. 
cook, Balthazar, has fleek'd the wrinkles of even old 


Urſula by his pleaſantries. Ay more,—by his 


amorous glances and ſignificant leers, I think I may 


boaſt of a conqueſt. No ſmall feather in the cap of 
a maiden of thirty. Come, I ſhall begin to hold 
up my head, and prachieg a little, miſtreſs, at your 
toilet. 

Lrox. Shame on it, Doll, to ſet a cap at my game. 


You are an interloper ; you have no right to poach 


on our premiſes, the kitchen, and rob Urſula and 
me of our dues. 
Dok. Well, well, divide him between you; for, 


half of him will make a proper man. 


Ros, Is the youth, his maſter, reconcil'd to his 


fate! 
_ Lrox. 


- — —— 
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Leon. He and Claudio are inſeparable compa— 
nions. And Ithave heard he is to be our phylician 
in ordinary. Dorothea means this day to have a 
tooth drawn by the ſweet gentleman, and Urſula 
will conſult him about her corns, TI ſhall myſelf 
apply te him for ſome coſmetics to brighten wy 
complexion, as I aim at new conqueſts. 


ALv. Go! go! you are a wild baggage ; the bell 


rings for you, you're wanted. 
Dor. But that Claudio is ſo true-hearted and 
conſtant, my young miſtreſs might have occaſion to 


give him a fee for ſome hearts-eaſe, or a powerful 


llceping draught, | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
The Kilchen. 
Enter UxsuLa, Leoxora, DoroTuRA, BALTHAZAR, 


BaLTII. come your teſters, girls, no penny no 


Paternoſter. Dame Urſula, expand your digits, 


and hear your fortune. Now by St. Gregory, a 
moſt promiſing palm. Here's peace and plenty.— 
Bur, O that fatal angle near your fore-finger! I ſee 
your deſtiny has been croſs'd, You would elſe, ere 


now, have been madam Urſula, with a hoop and 
fardingale, and a dozen lackeys at your heels. A 


plague on the wars, ſay J. 


Urs. Mercy, on us! He certainly deals with Pr. 
Fauſtus, or Old Nick. Say no more. Tis all true 


as I'm a ſinner; pray go on. 


Bal rn. Three did 1 ſay? Ay, three comely cava- 
liers wou'd have given their muſtachios for a ſmile: 


but you was hard-hearted, and like an als between 


wa 
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two bundles of hay. So they foreſwore love, fol- 
low'd the drum, and were food for crows, 

Urs. Eh, ch! Poor dear gentiemen! you make 
me weep. As pretty cavaliers as ever danc'd a ſa- 
raband. See whar it is girls! not to be wile in your 
prime,—not to make hay when the ſun ſhines? J 
am determin'd to be more gentle for the future, and 
have no more dying lovers to anſwer for, | 

Ba LTH. Now your hand, ſweet Leonora. O, it's 
of a moiſt and pulpy mould. Let me ſee.— — 

Lrox. What's the creature about. You've ſqueez- 
ed my fingers to a mummy. © 

Balru. Ay, here it is. That ſwelling hillock 
denotes fertility. Half a dozen plump lads at the 
leaſt. You were born under Gemini. Whom you 
wiſh you ſhall have—if you know how to get him. 
You will never break your heart in love: but, I ſee 
many will die for you, if you prove cruel to them 
all, and they fall martyrs to conſtancy — What's 
here tuo tranſverſe lines ſignify ing that you will 
die an old maid. 

LEON. O lud, lud! I am ſure you're a falſe pro- 
phet. 

Barry. No, no! You mall be married to a rich 
cavalier, with a red beard and broad thoulders. He 
will leave you a widow in two years, and if you die 

not of grief you may chance to get a ſecond. | 
Lion, If that's the only impediment, I ſhalt 


reckon upon a dozen. 
Dor. Give me a chance—here tell my fortune 


Mr. Conjurer. 
BaLTil. What have we here? good ſymptoms in 
ev'ry line. Now, if I'm not a knave, this is one of 
the prettieſt, promiſing palms ever preſs'd by a 
lover, or gaz'd on by a ſage. You are (to be plain 
with you) to be long in a humble ſtation, not know- 
ing your own value. But the fates deſtine you for a 


man of oreat worth. | 
E 2 Don. | 
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Dos. I thank you, and the fates, for your good- 
will What kind of a perſon is my hopeful gentle- 
man to be? 

BALTH. A good-natur'd fellow—buffeted abour, 
indeed, by blind fortune, tho' fit to govern thoſe 
who command him. Neither too fat nor too lean. 
Rather handſome than otherwiſe. One whele honeſt 
frank diſpoſition inclines him to thrive well; with a 


ſmooth, roly countenance, in the vigour of man- 


hood ; perſonable and auguſt in his appearance, and 
altogether like—your humble ſervant. 

Dor. If 'm to have no better tuck, give me 
back my money. Why you are old enough to be 
my father. Sooner than be coupl'd to you, I'd 
marry a bag of wool, or foreſwear the ſex and die 
a nun. 

BALTH. Do you call me old? What ſions of age 
have I about me? Is not my apperite good! > Do | 
quarrel with my meals? Am J R of my bed? 
A chider of the ſlow-pac'd night? Have 1 a ſhrunk 
ſhank? Or a ſhrill treble in my voice? 

Dos. No, no! You have few ſigns of abſtinence 
about you: you are rather groſs beyond all compats 
and comprehenſion. 

BALTH. *Tis true I'm ſomewhat corpulerit: bur, 
what of that? It indicates a contented mind, which 
converts my meals to ſubſtantial nouriſhment. No 
pining envy, no ſordid avarice, no carking malig- 
nity lurks here. Much thinking and ſtudy for my 
maſter's good, may have brought too carly and un- 
timely ſymptoms of age, and wiſdom on my brow : 
but your ſmiles will revive the dormant boy in me, 
and thaw the ice of grey bearded philoſophy. 

Dok. Fie upon you, Balthazar; a cap and bells 
will ſuit you as well as pretenſions to love and pal- 
lantry. But if you will have a miſtreſs, let me re- 
commend Urſula to you. *Tis time tor you 10 
think of a nurſe and warm flannel. . 5 

OR, 
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DoroTHEA Sings. 


When cupid, at three-ſcore attacks an old Don, 

His wits take a nap, and his prudence 1s gone, 

He dances, and prances, talks nonſenſe, looks queer, 
Grows briſkith, and friſkiſh, like bottled ſmall beer: 
— hut tell him, ſweet girls, when he ſwears you are 
| COY, 

« Home, home, to your nurſe and your flannels, old 

| ct boy ! 0 | 


II. 


O! had a lover, when juſt at ſixteen, 
A ſpruce, rakiſh daddy as ever was ſeen ; 
He giggl'd and wriggl'd, hopp*'d,—rode on a ſtick, 
And call'd me his deary, his ſwcety, his chick, 
He ſwore too he'd marry his Dolly, his joy! 
But I fung—* to your nurſe and your flannel, old 
boy.“ i [ Exeunt, 


2 
| 


SCENE IV. 
Os MIN and CLAUDIO. 


OsM1N. Your gen'rous friendſhip Claudio, has 

| reſtor'd 

My life, and kindled ev'ry dormant hope: 

Bur ſtill a load hangs heavy on my heart. 

CLaup. What means my triend ? peak freely and 

command me, 

Oſmin can never atk, what honor wou'd not, 

And theretore may depend on prompt obedience. 
Os ix. Too oſt you've heard the ſtory of my love. 


- Ure this Lucinda is at Bareges, : 
| Cr 
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Or on the neighb' ring road, — there I engag'd 
To meet her, and, to make one laſt effort 
To change her father's purpoſe: But, alas! 
Who knows what diſappointment may produce? 
What ſtrong occaſion from her doubts and fears 
My foes may take to alienate her heart? 

CLaup. It is a mournful criſis, and beſpeaks 
Attention, and condolence. 

OsMin. O! were it poſlible her gentle breaſt 
Cou'd know the pangs and terrors of her Oimin ? 
What dire neceſſity compels my abſence, 

Her pity would my guardian angel prove 
And ev'ry pearly drop ſhe ſheds for me, 
Be balmy dew to foſter our affection. 
 CLaup. Your caſe, tho' doubttul, Oſmin, is not 
hopeleſs. 
Perhaps in our excurſions hence t' morrow, 
I might procure ſome peaſant to convey 
A letter to Lucinda, couch'd in terms 
Ambiguous and obſcure to all bur her. 
OsMin. The place and circumſtance of my de- 
tention 
Shall be conceal'd. 0 noble beſt of friends! 
Let not your zeal to help a hapleſs ſtranger 
Betray you to imprudence.— When will come 
The happy hour, when Oſmin may repay , 
His growing debt of gratitude and friendſhip? 

CLaup. Think only, that I with to act for you, 
As you with friendly warmth wou'd do for Claudio, 
And ſtrike the balance even. Adieu. 

Osmin. O joy-diffuſing friendſhip! whoſe mild 

hand 
Can wind the dart from ſorrows feſt? ring wound, 
And charm the warring paſſions into peace | 
Thou ſun of life! whoſe bright and chearing beams 
Exhale affliction's tears, and ſpread a ſmile 


Oer all the face of Natare 1 er fair ſcenes 
| From 
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From thee ſtill fairer ſeem, —her ſullen clouds 
Gilded by thee with golden honours ſhine! 
SE Exit. 


a — 
SCENE V. 


Enter DoRoTHEA and LEON ORA. 


Dok. Look in my face, Leonora! Do you ſee any 
thing wanton in my eye? Any lineaments in my 
face, that cry, Sir you are heartily welcome?” What 
cou'd have encourag'd this maſs of concupiſcence 
to inſult me with his freedoms? He has had the im- 
pudence to aſk an aſſignation of me. 

LOV. What Balthazar! The unconſcionable 
letcher! Why he has ſworn, that I have pierc'd his 
heart with as many holes as a nutmeg-grater; and 
that he wou'd ſtick as conſtantly to me as his meals? 

Dor. What ſay you if we puniſh his vanity, and 
work up a little farce for our maſters. 

LEON. You're a girl of ſpirit: give him encour- 
agement, and exchange beds with Urſula. Leave 
the iſſue to their ingenuity. 

Dor. Let's away and inform Donna Alvarez of 
our plot. * Twill « create ſome {port for us all. 

l Exennt. | 


SCENE VI. 


Enter CLaupio and Nos ETTA. 


Cab Time ſteals apace and I muſt leave you, 
love. 


Ros. You know not, Claudio, half the pangs I 
feel, 


When 
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When duty calls you hence.—I count your danzers, 
And oft times paint you bleeding with your w ounds, 
Or doom'd to periſh by the axe of juitice. 
O, as you love Roſetta's peace, beware, 
Riſk not too much! let not rath valour bear you 
Into the hotteſt fight! 
CLavp. Your love ſhall be my ſhield! ! your 
_ fainted virtues 
Will plead to heav'n, and draw down bleſſings on 
1 me! ] 
Ros. O, that kind fate had fix'd my humble lot 
In ſome ſequeſter” d cottage, where my taſk 
Had been to ply the loom, or tend ſome ſheep, 
Upon the graſſy mead ! how pleas'd I'd toil 
Thro' all the ſunny day and dewy eve, 
And ſhare my joys and labours with my Claudio. 
But peace is loſt to me—a helpleſs orphan, 
Who never knew the bliſs of filial love, 
The tender blandiſhments of child and parent. 
The ſeaſons ſmile in vain—one dreary night 
Fills up the circle of my years—and freedom, 
Which ſmooths the beggar's couch, and chears his 
faſts, 
Will ever be a ſtranger to Roſetta! 
CLavp. O, ſay not ſo my love! let hope's fair 
„ bcams 
4 Exhale thoſe pearly drops—of pow'r to ſoften 
1 A heart of adamant! Am I not your's? 
In me bchold a brother, father, friend, 
And (if the fates confirm our vows) a huſband, 
To watch each dawning wiſh, to ſoothe vour cares, 
And ſhield you in his boſom from the ſtorm |! 

Ros. Claudio, I know your gen'rous temper well: 
—Bur, O, I fear myſelf, unſkill'd in life, 
\.F Unpradtis'd 1 in the arts which grace my lex, 
WW Compariſon will ſink my fancied charms, 
1 And you, perhaps, repent you knew Roſetta, 
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CLaup. Sooner the ſummer breeze ſhall overſet 
Theſe everlaſting hills. I found thee here 
A flow'r that grac'd the wild with native charms ; 


My joy ſhall be to prop its languid head, 


Bent by the blaſts—tranſplant it in a ſoil, 

Whoſe warmth ſhall call its latent beauties forth, 

Then boaſt it mine, and wear it in my boſom. + 
Ros. My withes and my fears diſtract my heart. 

It cannot be! Think in eſcaping hence | 


What perils threat your life; and, loſing you, 


Bereft of ev'ry joy, this form would be 
My ſpirit's ſepulchre—a living tomb. 
CLaup, Fear not! *rwill all be well; already fate 


Has plac'd another arrow in our quiver, 


Oſmin is brave,—a lover !—His misfortunes 
Will melt his heart to aid and pity ours. 


I've told him of our ſtory, and I find him 


Form'd for our views, and prompt for noble daring. 
Ros. Yet ere you leave me, Claudio, let me 
charge you, 
Be mindful of yourſelf—and in | the battle, 
Think poor Rofetta's love, her hopes, her life 
Hang on her Claudio's ſafety. 
CLaup. Farewel, dear maid! and may each ſmil- 
ing bliſs ; 
That waits on virtue's train, be ever FOUrS. 


¶ Excunt. 


1 ACT 
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ACT I. 


' SCENE I.—4 Village on the road to Bareges, 


May- Pole with Garlands, Mountaineers, Shepherds, and 
1 Shepberdeſſes dancing. 


Lucinpa, FLORA, and other Spectators. 


1 Song by the Youths and Virgins. 


ME LTING from the ſnowy ſteeps, 
Hark the ſwelling torrent ſweeps, 
Now the zephyr's balmy wing, 
Speaks the ſweet return of ſpring ; 
Daiſies pied and ſilver thorn 
Shed their fragrance o'er the morn. 
On the boſom of the ſtream 
= Plays the ſun's enamour'd beam, 
"1" And in chorus ev'ry grove 
' Pours the melting ſtrains of love. 
1 Baſking in the vernal heats 
1 The pulſe of age more nimbly beats; 
Valour leaning on his ſpear, 
Bends his furrow'd brow to hear; 
Induſtry forgets his toil, 
Sorrow wears a tranſient ſmile, | 1 


While the youths and virgins ſing, 0 

Welcome to returning ſpring. _ [ Exeunt. £2 

FLo. Dear. miſtreſs be not ſo DIED you 

loſe all the pleaſures of the country. You ſcem in- 
ö ſenſible to the feſtivity of theſe rural ſports. 8 | 
| V 


1 Luc. I am indeed. Alas! they but increaſe my 
5 gloomineſs by the contraſt. „ 
| | ; FLo. 


ROBBERS Or THE PYRENEES. 35 
Fro. Be not diſhearten'd, but hope the beſt. 


Oſmin will yet be here, or meet us on the road. I'd 
ſtake a year's wages on his fidelity. 


Luc. I know not what to think. Difficulties 


preſs me on all ſides, He ſhould have been here ere 


this. For my letter inform'd him of our purpoſe to 
ſet off ſome days paſt, and my father's illneſs has 
delay'd us longer than we expected. Are you ture 


you ſent the letter. 
Flo. It was deliver'd into his own hands, I war- 


rant you. 
Luc. I fear then ſome em accident: : But even 


that would be leſs painful to me than a ſuſpicion of 


his love. O, Flora! You know not the pangs which 
agonize the mind ſuſpended between hope and fear. 


How heavy the moments paſs till the curtain Is 
_ drawn, and the important criſis determined! _ 


Fro. Might I adviſe—my fate ſhould not depend 


on the conſtancy or ſucceſs of a lover. Rather than 
be tack'd for life to an old dotard (the living to the 


dead) like Don Pedro—I1'd—you'll pardgn me mif- 
treſs, I'd fay your humble ſervant, and—elope. _ 
Loo, No more of that Flora. 1 deteſt your coun- 


ſel, and only that I know you ſpeak from e e 


and are prompred by friendſhip, I would difcard yo 

from my ſervice. What! ſhould I plant a dagger in 
the breaſt of the moſt indulgent parent? He whoſe 
ſupreme wiſh from my intancy, has been to make 
me happy. Even in the preſent inſtance, tis my 


honour, my felicity he moſt devoutly, tho' errone- 


ouſly, intends by the propos'd match with Don Pe- 
dro, 

Fro. I-I—only meant to ſpeak of myſelf—what 
{ would do.—To be ſure where a perſon has a father 
like yours—'tis another matter. E chat caſe it 


would be very wrong indeed. 


Luc. All I ſhall do, is by parience, tears and in- 
treaties to melt him to A Don Pedro 1 
2 can 


4 
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can never marry. Duty will not oblige me to make 
myſelf miſerable thro' his miſtake: But 1 ſhould 
never pardon myſelf if I could purſue my own 
wiſhes, however fond, and marry another in diſobe- 
dience to the commands, and at the riſk of my fa- 
ther's peace. In my mind, ſhe who is not tender of 
her parents repoſe, gives a bad preſage of her attach- 
ment and fidelity as a wife / | = 


Enter SEBASTIAN, 


SeBasT. What hoa daughter! are you almoſt ready 
to ſer off? A pox on this gout of mine! like an un- 
ſeaſonable viſitor, it has crofs'd my way, and re- 
tarded our journey beyond all patience, Don Pedro 
will think it an age, and I ſhall lofe my character 
for punctuality. 125 VF 

FLo. We have little baggage, Sir: and will wait 
your commands in a few moments. 

Skßas r. But, my dear, why this cloud on your 
brow? You who were the very eſſence of mirth and 
gaiety. Revive your ſpirits and elevate your father, 
as uſual, by your chearfulneſs. _ Es 

Luc. Abſence from home fits a little aukward at 
firſt, I never feel more happineſs than when I can 
contribute to yours. | But—but—(eeps) the fatigue 
of the journey may have diſcompos'd me. 

SEBAST. I fear, I fear, Lucinda, your imprudent 
attachment to Oſmin has not yielded to what you 
owe to the honour of your family. | 
Luc. No attachments of mine ſhall diſhonour my 
friends: but wealth and titles may be too dearly pur 
chas'd. oi „ 

SeBAST. You are the only hope of the family. I. 
am old, your brother is dead, and an alliance with 
Don Pedro can alone ſupport our drooping houlſc. 
How can the honour of a connection with the noble 
blood of Guzman, be too dearly purchas'd? 
Luc. By the peace of your daughter. 


SEE, 


1 ow FY 


we OY 
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StBAST. It is your unfortunate prepoſſeſſion for 
Oſmin, that blinds you to the merits of Don Pedro. 
Loc. The worth, the conſtancy of Oſmin, *tig 
true, I cannot forget. But they ſhall never make 


me forget what I owe tp you. My love, my health, 


my life, I would readily ſacrifice to pleaſe the belt 
of fathers: but he is ioo generous to aſk me to for- 


feit my peace, my honour, by giving my hand to 3 


man to whom I can never give my heart. You ne- 
ver cou'd derive pleaſure from the miſery of your 


daughter! 


SEBAST, This tenderneſs ſubdues my ſoul. Riſe 
my dear Lucinda know not what ro do, TI, will 
never force your inclinations. Time may perhaps 
convince you of the wiſdom of my views, in wiſhing 
your union with, wealth, prudence and grandeur, — 


Recover your ſpirits, and receive Don Pedro with 


reſpect. His merits and aſſiduity may con your 
averſion, 
Luc. Whatever the affection and ſubmiſſ} on of a 


Gaughter can do, I will endeavour. 


Star. Adieu then for the preſent. I go to pre- 


pace every thing for our departure. leni. 


Enter FroRa. 


Fro. Rare news miſtreſs! never complain of for- 
tune, See, what we have here, I can ſwear to the 


hand writing! (gives @ leller, ) 


Luc. Where did you get it, dear Flora? Tis cer- 
tainly his. I'm almoſt afraid to open it. How 
much a long journey weakens the nerves ! Ho came 


you byit? 


FLo. A peaſant who was ſaunt'ring, and watching 
about the door and kite hen, aſk'd your name of me 
in the entry, andi ſlipt it into my hand. 

Luc, Well, heigho! whether the contents be plea- 
ſant or painful, — Il open * thing is better 
than ſuſpence. (reads. 0 N | 

LETTER. 


7 . 
„ 
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LETTER, 


oe A moſt unforeſeen and inevitable tw 
revents me from meeting you, When it will be 


in my power, it is impoſſible to promiſe. Of this 


© be certain, that want of zeal and attachment has 
*« no part in it, O! Preſerve your confidence in 
% me unabated. The hope of your conſtancy is my 


only ſupport in my misfortunes. Time will un- 


cc ravel all. Tis uncertain whether this will reach 
* you: but abſent, or preſent, your felicity is the 


e fondeſt wiſh of the unfortunate Os u iN. 
Flo. „ Unfortunate” indeed, Sweet gentleman. 


I told you madam, nothing but ſome dreadful acci. 


dent could detain him. 
Luc. Alas! Alas! Who knows what may have 


befallen him? Don Pedro's jealous temper. He 


may have known of his journey. Theſe roads are 
dangerous, I know his intrepidity. Some rencoun- 


ter! Some fatal wound! Perhaps mortal !—At 


leaſt to endanger his life. 
Fro. Do not diſtreſs yourſelf, dear miſtreſs, by 


umagining the worſt, : 
Luc. I am confident, his love, his anxiety, would 
make him ſurmount ev'ry common difficulty. Tis 


a fatal blow I fear! my wretched heart akes for him. 


FLo, Conſole yourſelf, dear madam. —I always told 


you it could not be want of love, I knew he would 


prove true; my life for it. 
Luc. He ſubſcribes himſelf Unfortunate Oc. 


« min!” No, whatever may be your preſent diſtreſs, 
— wherever you are, in whatever difficulties involv'd, 
you ſhall never be unfortunate, if it depend on the 
conſtancy and affection of the wretched Lucinda :— 
But, my father waits I go with a heavy heart like a 
priſoner to execution. [ Exeant. 


SCENE 


A_ 
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SCENE II. Ce. — Night. 
| BarTnaZzar with bis Night-cap and Slippers. 


BaLTH. ,Sure Venus was the aſcendant planet at 
my birth, I ſhall have work enough here on my 
hands. Two maidens already in love with me. 
Thanks to my education and a good perſon, The 
one flatters them into an appetite for the feaſt, and 
the other cries © cut and come again l fear I ſhall 
have a ſtorm of jealouſy about my ears. Dorothea 
and Leonora, like Alexanders, are my rival queens ; 
for it's the fate of uk great men to be peſter'd with 

wenches. But here will be no daggers and poiſons; 
nothing but long nails and trenchers - Poor ſimple 
damſels, how caſily they are beguil'd? What miſ- 
chief a man does by a ſmooth tongue, and an agree- 
able figure! Tis time for me to ſpare my conqueſts, 
and hang up my arms.-—But it's late — I muſt be 
moviny. Dorothea, the poor dear creature will be 
dying with expectation. Soft—let me on. [Seals 
ſoftly to the Room. 5 


BALTHAZAR approaches UssuLa's bed, who holds him 
by the ears, and hair. | 


Urs. Rape! Murder! thieves! O, I'm undone 
for ever! help! murder! thieves! lights! O, the 
villain! the villain! take him, ſecure him! | 


Enter Don Juan, CaRLos, and Robbers, in general, 
"= | with Women. 


Juan. Death and damnation ! what's the matter? 
Call every man to his poſt. An aſſault, an aſſault! 
what, hoa lights! ſtand to your arms! EO 
Aron. Cut the raſcal into atoms! Carbonado 
him! there's treaſon overt. Hack him to death. 
Barth. (Sill held by the cars.) O Lord! O Lord! 
I'm faſcinated, murder'd, and ſtrangled. O ſpare 
| my 
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my life, ſweet maſters! I'm no traitor; but be- 
witch'd by this old forcerels. __ 
Urs. Take him, take him. Eh! ch! Spare his 
life, and limbs, that he may make me amends; O, I 
ſhall never dare to ſhew my face again in modeſt 
W || company. My reputation is loſt for ever. I never 
i | gave him encouragement; tho' he has often tam- 
| per'd with my vartue! : 
BaLTH. By her that bore me—I'm as innocent as 
a lamb unborn. That 1 ſhould come to this. —F 
had juſt ſaid my prayers and went quietly to fleep ; 
when her infernal witcheraft convey'd me here. Tis 
all a dream.—lI had rather have been hugg'd by a 
bear than this ſhe-devil. I ſhall carry the marks to 
— e 
Juan. Silence, you hogſhead of iniquity. No 
equivocation will do. You have been caught in the 
fact. You have tarniſh'd the honour of the houſe. 
Away with him. . | 
BaLTH, Mercy, mercy, good gentlemen. | 
| | - | Exennt. 
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SCENE HI. —T be Council Clantber, 


'OsmiIn, CLavpro, Juan, Sc. 

CLaup. You have no objection, Oſmin, that we 
puniſh your ſervant's wantonneſs, and creare ſome 
merriment for ourſelves. 2 

Os IN. Not in the leaſt. He richly deſerves it, 
and I will readily aſſiſt in the diverſion, _ 

Juan. If you could prepare us ſome innocent 
1 oplate to throw him into a ſound ſleep, we might 
WH | adminiſter it to him as poiſon, and try the force of 
| imagination. * This will give ſcope to humour, for 
the rogue is an original, and has much pleaſantry 
about him. | 55 Fe Eeywedd 

Osmin. Much merriment may be drawn from it. 
I'll haſtem and prepare the opiate for you. Exil. 

| SCENE 
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80 ENE Iv. Dos Juan in the chair of Pate. Robbers 
and SpeFators round the table, and BALTHAZAR and 
 Uns8ULA at the bar. 


Joan, E070) Signiors and comrades! meet 
it is we keep 


The order of our houſe : In lack of which 


The beſt pois'd ſtates have totter'd into ruins. 
This fellow at our bar, tho' pamper'd high 
With all the ſweets and dainties of our kitchen, 
In breach of hoſpitality, has dar'd | | 
To ſpoil this ancient Virgin of her honour, 
Which, like a thrifty miſer, ſhe had guarded 
For ſixty years. 
Uns. No, pleaſe your honour, not ſixty. I was 
only fifty, laſt Candlemas, wanting tour days. 
Aron. Peace, peace,—no interruption. 
Juan. Such crimes, —beſides annoyance of our 
peace, — 
We cannot, Sirs, forgive. My ſentence is 
That he ſhall pay the forfeit with his life. 
Or, if ſoft pity move the maiden's heart, 
Repair her wounded honour with his hand. 


— What ſay you Urſula? 


Urs. I am in ſuch a perturbation I cannot ſpeak. 
My face feels like fire, and is as red as half-roaſted 
beef. Mercy on me that I ſhould come to 'this 
ſhame !—But no one ſhall ſay that any man was 


brought to an untimely end thro? love of me. As 


I'm a chriſtian 1 ſhould never ſleep quietly in my 
bed. Well, gentlemen, on conſideration, and to 


_ oblige you, I'll pardon the wrongs he has done me, 
if he will marry me, and make me an honeſt Wo- 
man. 


BAL TH. Worthy Don Juan, getitlernon all, hear 
me upon my defence. Look in her face and you'll | 
acquit me. Look! is there ought there that would 

G tempt 


42 THE GALLANT MORISCOES; OR, | 


tempt a man to riſk his life. By the beard of St. 
Thomas of Compoſtella, and all the holy virgins, 
] ſwear, I know not whether ſhe is man or woman. 
But this I know, that Iam one of the moſt ill-ſtarr'd 
bamboozled blockheads on two legs. 

Axv. No more words—you mult e'en take her for 
better or worſe! 

Barrn. Take her——beller ſhe never will be, and 
Worſe ſhe need not be, in all conſcience, Sooner 
ſhall the peacock couple with the owl, or theſe legs 
of mine beſtraddle a broomſtick, and ride behind a 
witch to a conventicle of imps. 


Juan. What! ſcorn the mercy of the court. No 


more, ['ll hear no more, to inſtant execution. Bind 
him and fix him in a Chair, (JAN deſcends and 
BALTHAZAR ig bound.) 

. Is the dagger and the e poiſon ready ? 

ALTH. What ſhall J do- 
A curs'd dilemma this on one ſide marriage, 
A bitter pill at beſt! With an old woman! 
Worſe and worſe—to bear within my breaſt 
As in a ſcabbard, a ſting to fret and goad me, 
—A ſmart perpetual bliſter on my back, 
Till death us part. The grave, at leaſt, is quiet! 
No duns, no brawling tongues, will break my ſlum- 
DET... 

But then to die—to dic—to have cold ſteel 
Run like ice-cream, in ſummer, thro' my bowels, 
Or poiſon, like a bonfire, in my entrails. | 

Car. Come, no delay,—take Urſula to wife,— 
Swallow this deadly draught, or expect immediate 
death from this dagger. | 

Juan. Make your Choice in a moment. Fire and 
furies! why do you heſitate. 
Bal rn. If I muſt die—let it not be a dry death. 
Give me the poiſon. O if ſleep is its image, I have 
the ſoundeſt nap after luſty potations — As a dying 
man, maſters, 1 have only one favour to aſk. Brew 

| | ' It 


2 


prieve, perhaps I may | 
Juan. You trifle with our mercy. Swallow it 
this inſtant, or die by the ſword. 
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it up in good ale, brandy, or a warm bowl of 
Burgundy. Make my laſt potion as palateable as you 


can. [ The bowl brought in, 


ALv. This deadly bowl compos'd of aconite 
The adder's venom, and the pois'nous juice | 
Of Hebenon diſtill'd,—the foam of toads 
And canc'rous bag of mortal rattle-{nake, 

Will ſeaſon up a rich repaſt for worms. 
Barth, A moment's eee me a ſhort re- 


BALTH. (Drinking. Lud, lud, that ever I ſhou'd 
die by drinking. I feel it already run like quick- 
ſilver thro' my veins. Enough, enough, this is the 


_ firſt time that ever Balthazar wiſh'd | to balk his 
_ glaſs. 


© CLaup. Cover his face that we may not ſee his 
diſtortions, The poiſon already works. How pale 


| he looks. 
Juan. His limbs are aſtoniſhingly bloated, What | 
a rapid expanſion of his body. 


Al v. Tis the nature of this poiſon to bring on a 
torpidity till all the ſenſes are benumb'd. Then the 


fermenting blood diſtends the veſſels, Extravaſa- 


tion, and fever of the brain enſue, and death brings 
up the rear, 
Cr.aup. He cannot live many hours. Let us re- 


move from the fad ſpectacle, and give orders for his 
interment. He was a fellow of ſome humour; but 


vanity got aſtride of his prudence. 

BaLTH, My pulſes ceaſe to beat. A heavy miſt 
hangs o'er my eyes. My vital functions ſeem as if 
_ would ftop—Oh! 1 [Exeunt, 
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SCENE v.— 4 Chamber. 


Rop. Ha! ha! the plot ſucceeds to a wonder, 
Have you got all the apparatus ready. 

CLaup. Here are maſques and ſome of us will 
perſonate furies. 

Juan. Step in, and ſee if he i is aſleep, and we l | 
then begin the entertainment. 

Ros. Poor fellow! Don't carry the jeſt too far, 
and hurt his mind by your pleaſantries. 

Dor. Never fear him, He has not been half pu- 
niſh'd for his impudence. 

Osuiv. I remember to have heard him often 
boaſt of his 1 intrigues with one Lucilla, and Chloris 
of Seville, Let's introduce them, and Urſula, in 
maſquerade to torment him. 

Cup. His imagination works wonderfully on 
him. If during his ſleep we could get his coat and 
waiſtcoat taken in, and narrow'd a few inches, he 
will fancy he is ſwoln by the poiſon, as big as the 
Tun of Heidelbergh. i 

Leon. Leave that job to us. We'll make a ſtrait 

waiſtcoat for him, I warrant. | 


| SCENE VI.—A ſpacious part of the Cavern. 
BALTHAZAR drawn up alfi in a Chair. 


BALTu. Hum! ha! am Iawake? am I Balthazar 
Loyola, or am I not? am I dead or alive? where am 
1? I've certainly quitted the earth, and am in ſome 
2 fy region ! but, let meſee, I've my warm fleth about 

m glad I have not parted with my old com- 
ga my body, it wraps my ſoul about like a great 
coat. What horrid combuſtion! I ſhall run foul 
of the dog-ſtar, or get within the fangs of the ſcor- 
pion! Hark how they hiſs! Tis as hot as under the 

_ tropics. 


OC OO +» w 
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tropics. I am near the tail of ſome comet. Whiz, 


whiz! what a height I'm aſcending. I grow quite 
_ giddy. If I ſhould fall my limbs would be cruſh'd 


to powder. Sure the infernal regions have pour'd 
forth their legions to torment me. 


Enter OsMin, CLauDIo, &c. 


Osuix. What my friend Balthazar! What nil 
alive! you mult have a conſtitution like an elephant. 
You have laid inſenſible for more than three hours. 

BaLTn. O, what a night I've had. Is it dae 


0 L of the brain! 


LAub. A wonderful recovery you have been i in 
couvulſions, and lay like a dead man. You never 
can ſurvive the poiſon in you. 

Os ix. Compoſe yourſelf, and if you've ought to 
ſettle, be brief. A few ſhort hours will terminate 
your life, 

BALTH. Is there no remedy ? I'm  parch'd with 
heat! Oh! 

Os MIN. Put on your cloaths—All help! is now in 

| Vain. 
The poiſon rages fierce i in ev'ry vein 
And ſtorms the citadel—the vanquiſh'd heart. | 

BALru. Let me ſee—let me take a laſt farewel of 
my beſt friend—myſelf! (Lots at his whiten'd face in 
the glaſs) -O Lord! O Lord! what an aſhen colour! 
what a ghaſtly phiz—no ſigns of claret, no reflection 
of roaſt beef here. 

Os ix. You have no time to loſe to whos a fize 
he's ſwoln—The ſwelling blood muſt quickly burſt 
its continents, 


_ Barrn. Let me try—let 1 me try—( attempls to but. 
ton his cloaths.) Nay, now it's over with me ſure 
enough—Five inches already in the girth, If I ſwell 
at this rate ev'ry hour 1 ſhall be as mw as a cacha- 


ot whale, with a ton of herrings in his belly. Help 
er about the Le, Balthazar Loyola, have 
you. 
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a teaſt for worms! I'm ruin'd, undone ! 

Juan. You are a ſad ſpetacle, indeed! how his 
eyes roll! 

Bal TH. Dear maſter, if you have any pity, think, 
try, if there be ought in medicine to relieve me. 111 


| ſubmit to your will. 


Juan. You know our  ſentence—aid perhaps 1s 
vain! 


But die you muſt or marry Urſula 


BaLTn. I'll do any thing, noble captain, couple 
me to a ſhe-wolf, to a mill-horſe, or prickly urchin: 
but ſave my life. 
OsMINn. Small hope I have: but if his penitence 
For what is paſt—his reſolution firm 
By marriage rites to heal the injur'd fame 
Of the chaſte Urſula,—appeaſe you, Sirs, 
Whate'er the pow'r of medicine can effect 
I'll ſtraight eſſay— 
BaLTh. My bleſſings on you maſter. | 
Jvan. On this condition we repeal our ſentence. 
Us, Come then to my longing arms—this warm 
embrace. Yes, I forgive you all. 
Bark. I thank you Urſula, I thank you—(wip- 
ing bis noſe.) 
Uns. Shall we live like turtle doves—no bicker= | 
ings, no quarrels, ſhall we deareſt, ſhall we? | 
BaLTy. Yes we ſhall—we ſhall—you ſuffocate me 
with your embraccs. 
Uns. And ſhall we never, never part? Speak lovy | 
— dear Balthazar. : 


BALTH. No, no, I fay—( aſide you'll ſtick to me 5 
1 warrant, like a leech or barnacles on a ſhip's bot- 1 
tom. Alas poor me. (lead bim out) 8 
OsuIN. Convey him to a bed while I prepare / \ 
The dulcet opiate, balm from herbs diſtill d, | \ 


And all the min'ral kingdom can afford, 


hos quench the fires, that prey upon his vitals, 
| Convrt 
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Convert his blood to venom and his brain 
O'erſtrain to madneſs. [ Exeunt 


SCENE VII.—Near the mouth of the Cavern. 


Joan, Tis midnight! terror ſtalks along | * 
plain, 
The wolf and rav'nous tiger roam abroad, 
While timid beaſts and birds retire to ſhelter. 


| Now rapine, and ſtern murder, that apall'd 
_ Shrunk from the face of day, erect their creſts, 


How dull and heavy move the limping hours. 
Between a bold emprize, and its completion! 
But, who comes here? Alonzo? 


Enter ALONzZo and Bax ITI, arm'd. 


Alox. I greet you noble captain: We're in mo- 
tion, 


And, panting, wait the arders for our march. 


Car. The ſky is murky—and the raven croaks 


A ſad funereal knell-— 
Joan. Well let it croak, and croak—True, well- 
tried valour | 


Ts the beſt omen !—and commands ſucceſs. 


Let wolves and ſcreech-owls bay the pale- en 
moon, 


We'll carve our fortunes, ſoldiers, with our ſwords. 


Claup. What is our deſtination ? What the plan? 
Jo Ax. You Claudio, with a troop of twenty men, 
Muſt lie in ambuſh on the road to Tarbes; 
Some wealthy merchants are expected chere. 
— Thence joining all our numbers, we'll patrole 


The road that ſkirts the foreſt; for *tis rumour'd. 


Some convoy for the army, with much wealth, 


Will paſs that way, 


Now rouſe your manhoods; an eventful hour 
May crown our toils with days and years of tri- 
vpn" | 
Baxp. 
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Baxp. Lead on! lead on, and, if intrepid ſpirits 
Can claim ſucceſs, the glorious prize is ours! 


1 Exeunt. 
End of the Third At. 


ACT w. 


SC ENE I.—Cravpio and Ribbers return'd 7 ſow their 
Expedition. 


Ozurn. How ſped you, Claudio ? 
 CLavp. Health to my gentle friend. We'v ve bad 
a day 
Big with events. We ſallied forth, near morn, 
And in cloſe artibulh lay for many an hour, 
Hope panting in our breaſts : till riſing clouds 
Beſpoke ſome trav'llers near. 
Two carriages appear'd. Fierce rſhing forth 
We made them priſoners. —All the band agreed 
To ſet them free: but Juan, fir'd to madneſs - 
By the fair captive's charms, prevail'd to keep 
The father, daughter, and her maid in durance. 
OsuIN. Of what condition ſcem'd they? Did the 
booty - 
Reward your enterprize? | 
CLaup. Their equipage was noble, and appear 
ance | 
Denoting opulence, and high diſtinction. 
Much rich attire we found, and jewels, meet 
To grace the wealthreſt bride for nuptial ſhow. 
— But moſt their manners ſpoke high birth, and ſta- 
tion! 
The venerable father threw his arms 
Arqund his daughter' s neck, as if t to ſhield her 
From 


he 


r — 


Om 


ROBBERS OF THE PYTRENEEsS. 49 


From any rude attack, and cried, my wealth, 
My life, my all 1s yours ;, but ſpare my daughter ! 
OsMin. Tis like ſhe fainted in his arms, —her 
_ terrors | 
Would prove too mighty for her gentle frame. 
CLauD, No, ſhe diſplay'd a courage 'bove her ſex, 
And cried, on me! on me! your vengeance hurl ; 
Bur ſpare theſe ſilver hairs,—nor hurt a head 
Bow'd down with age and ſorrow to the grave. 
Osuix. A moſt affecting ſcene! 
CLaup, Mov' 1 with her piety each ſword was 
ſheath'd, 
A noble pity thrill'd thro- every breaſt, 
And tears bedew'd the hardicſt warrior's face. 


The ſurly valour of our captain melted. 


« Baniſh all fear, (he ſaid) your life, your honour 
« Shall be protected, —and your conqueror 
« Be more your captive-ſlave, than you are his.“ 


The buſineſs ſettled, we with haſty- march 


Convey'd them here. 
OsMIx. Where are they now? How does the fair 
unknown 
Suſtain her load of woes? Their fate alarm me. 
Craup. A veil of penſiveneſs hangs o'er her 
charms; 
Which ſhine more mild and tenderly attractive 
Than Cynthia's radiance thro' a fleecy cloud, 
Or ſnow-drops bending with the pearly dew. 
Silent ſhe ſits, and melancholy muſing, 
As rapt in ſorrows deeper than the preſent, 


 Heaves many a piteous figh—then hides a bluſh— 
| And falt'ring ſtrives to chear her father's griefs. 


Os IN. By cv'ry tie of friendſhip, by the pity 

Which moſt adorns the brave, I pray thee, Claudio, 

Watch o'er theſe captives cares, aſſuage their woes, 

Protect from inſult, each relief afford! 

What means this ſtrange ſolicitude this weight 
upon my heart? | 

II CLAUD, | 
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CLavp. The gentle, kind Roſetta, waits her 
wiſhes, 
Like ſome fond bird that hovers o'er her young: 
But the ſweet mourner, with her head reclin'd 
Upon her ſnowy arm, indulyes grief. ' + Suth 


SCENE II.—-BALTHA ZAR meeting bim. 


 Bartn. Mafter, what hoa, maſter, I have been 
ſeeking for you, thro' every chamber of theſe ſub- 
terrancous regions. A moment's audience, if you 
pleaſe, You deſpiſe your old ſervant in his misfor- 
tunes; but we know not the value of things till we 
loſe them. 
Os uix. I am in no humour for long circumlocu- 
tions; if you have any material buſineſs, ſpeak on. 
BAL TH. Look in my face and every feature will 
congratulate you. O, I have the rareſt news to tell 
you! Say hereafter I have not an eye to your intereſt, 
and an car ever open for your good? 
OsuiN. What's your news? I've not a moment to 
ſpare? 
BALTU. It is news that will rejoice, and diſpleaſe 
u; make you grave and glad at the ſame moment: 
bur which will preponderate, my metaphyſical ſcales 
cannot determine to a ſcruple. | 
OsM1n. What does the fellow mean to inſult me 
by this farrago of nonſenſe? Speak out, this in- 
ſtant, or I'll reduce your aſſes ears to the human ſize 
and quantity. 
BaALTH. Thus it is that welt meant ſervices are re- 
paid: but ill uſage ſhall not make me forget my. 
duty to you 
Os ix. Come to the point, come to the point; 
if! it's material I'll reward you. 
BaLrn. You'll think no reward too high for my 
intelligence: but I aſk no other than to be freed from 


my engagements with Urſula. I ſhall never enjoy a 
| folid 
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ſolid meal, or ſound ſleep, till I am, at leaſt, a thou- 
ſand miles from that Jezebel, 


OsmiN. A plague light on you both—No patience 


can endure this. What do you mean, Sirrah ? 
Barth. I'm very ſorry that you have ſo formid- 
able a rival, and that Lucinda ſhould be in his 
Power, 1 fear your fighs and ſtruggles will be of no 
uſe. But its ſome comfort | 
OsMin. The fellow will diſtract me. Is this your 
news? That Don Pedro is my rival and Lucinda in 
his power. You are certainly out of your ſenſes— 


BaLTRH. You are quite on the wrong fcent, I 


ſpeak not of Don Pedro. 
Os MIN. Who do you ſpeak of then? I can hardly 


reſtrain myſelf, 


BaLTH. If you were to gueſs 'till doomſday, you 


will not be within a league of it. I ſaw them my- 


ſelf as 'm a finner. But you are ſo much out of hu- 


mour, that who knows but you'll think it a misfor- 
tune, and the bearer will be as hateful as the ill 
tidings; I'll off with whole bones. — 

Os MIN. Out of my fight, you coxcomb. If you 
was in my reach, I'd teach you to tantalize me. The 
fcllow's brain is certainly turn'd by his late adven- 


tures— But here comes Juan. 


: SCENE HI.—Exer Juax. 


Juan, —— — A viſit from me, Oſmin, 
May much ſurpriſe you; but my difpotition 
III brooks delay or form. — In few words, Sir, 
'Tis in your pow'r to ſerve me, and i in mine 
To make a fair requital. 
Os iN. *Tis yours to order, mine to execute 
Whatever honour bars not. 
Juan. Claudio I find was with you, he belike 


Has all the © bylineſa of the day recounted ; 
H 2 141445" 0 


P CCC 
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Nor do I bluſh to own the pow'r of beauty 
Has triumph'd o'er the ſternneſs of my nature. 
Osmin. Love's fav'rite manſion is the heroe's 
breaſt, 
Where valour dwells to cruſh the haughty foe; 
But worth and virgin innocence ptotect. 
Joan. Thus wou'd 1 uſe my pow'r, I would aſ- 
ſuage 
Our A 's grief, and bid her fears give place 
Jo tranquil peace, gay hopes, and gentle love. 
But quite unſkill'd from youth in courtly parley 
And ſoothing blandiſhments to win the fair, 
I aſk your friendly aid. Her tender frame 
May need ſome cordial bland; thus fair occaſion 
You may embrace to quell her anxious doubts, 
And bend her mind to liſten to my paſſion. 

Os IN. I'll cheartully attend her. 

Juan. T'morrow viſit her; and, if ſucceſsful, _ 
Freedom ſhall ſtrait be yours, and wealth to crown it! 
— But, if a peeviſh obſtinacy prompt her 
To ſcorn my vows —Juan will not neglect 
The prize which fortune gave him: bur, in ſpite 
Of froward humours, make his captive happy. 

Osmin. I underſtand you, Sir: and will forthwith 
Adminiſter the aid her caſe requires : 

But pardon my advice—perhaps too forward. 

Juan. Speak on without diſguiſe ; for honeſt free- 

dom, | 

Tho' grating to the ear, I value more 

Than cold reſerve and honied artifice. 

OsMiNn. Preſs not your ſuit too raſhly ; but let 

time 

Calm into peace the tumults of her. breaſt. 

By mild attentions, ſoft compliances, 

Diſarm the angry paſſions, —which might bar 

Each avenue to love, —who proudly ſpurns 

The tyrant' 8 claims, but crowns tne ſuppliant' 5 
pray rs. | 


Juan, 
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Toan. Well be it ſo—you ſhall my pilot be. 
* FP 


But tell her Juan is a man unus'd 


To brook repulſe, or ſtoop to abject fawning ; 
Hot in reſentment as he is in love, 
Who boldly /akes what is not freely giv'n. Exit. 


SCENE IV. — Dor SEBASTIAN, LucIN pA, RoszrTa. 


Ros. Dear madam, do not abandon yourſelf to 
grief. Your perſon 1s not in danger, and Roſetta 
will do cvery thing the can, in her ſimple way to en- 


liven your confinement. If I could bear half your 
| ſorrows ſor you, how cheerfully I'd do it. So much 

bcauty was certainly intended to make ſome worthy 
man happy, and heav'n will protect you. 


Luc. Sweet innocent! how much your ſenſibi- 


lity endears you to me. If I were free, and in my 


former ſituation, how happy I would be to reward 
your affection, and make you my companion and 
friend But happineſs was never intended for me, 


and freedom from this impriſonment would only ex- 


poſe me to a worſe ſlavery. 

SeBAST. Conſole yourſelf, my dear Lucinda, ev'ry 
tear you ſhed, wrings my heart. Ev'ry ſigh re- 
proaches me, as the cauſe of your misfortune: but 
if we are once more free, your wiſhes ſhall be mine. 

Luc. O beſt of fathers! forgive the weakneſs of 
nature ! I will ſubdue my griefs, and have no other 
cares but to remove yours. You ever wiſh'd to 
make me happy; and, if you err'd, it ſprung from 
too partial an aflection. But ſome ſtranger en- 


1 


| Enter . 


Os MIN. Pardon, ladies, this intruſion. Don Juan 
ſends his reſpects. He will rejoice to contribute to 


your pleaſures, 
Luc. Sure that voice 1s familiar to me. What 


ails my throbbing heart ? 


Os IN. 
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OsMIn. What do I ſee? Is it poſſible? Am I a- 
wake? Or do my eyes deceive me? O bliſs unhop'd 
for! 'tis ſhe! *tis ſhe herſelf! it is Lucinda! 
 Lvec. O, Olmin! is it Here, here, do you meet 

with the wretched Lucinda? 

OsMin. What mingled fears and joys convulſe my 
breaſt? But call not yourſclf wretched Lucinda, 
while Oſmin lives to protect you. But, alas! per- 
haps your fate is already ſeal'd, and he can never 
hope to call you his. 

Luc. Speak not of hopes, while doom'd to death 
or bondage. But know, Lucinda is not, nor ever 
will be, any one's, but yours. 

Osuix. O bliſsful day! this turns my priſon to a 
Paradiſe.— But pardon me, Sir, (!urning lo Sebaſtian) 
that I have been guilty of diſreſpect to you. Moſt 
deeply I regret your misfortune. But do not def. 

air—Your deliverance is nearer than you expect. 

SgBAST, This lucky meeting with you, revives my 
ſpirits, and is a good omen of ſucceſs. 

Osuix. Roſetta's friend, Claudio, is our guardian 
angel. We have concerted a plan, which at a more 
convenient juncture I will explain to you. And now 
your fates are embark'd with ours, every nerve will 
be new ſtecl'd, and the cauſe of virtue and inno- 
cence be found the cauſe of heav'n. 

Ros. Dear madam, how much partake of your 


mutual joy! Be confident of ſucceſs, for my Claudio + 


has a heart as firm and true as Oſmin* s; and will ſur- 


mount every danger for our deliverance. 

SrBASsT. Worthy youth! how much have! under- 
valued your merits! to you I ſhall owe the ſafety of 
a daughter; and if her hand, and a father's "gh 
tude can reward you, you ſhall be happy. 

OsMIN. Such goodneſs far exceeds my poor de- 

ſervings: - 
But by this hand (/aking ber hand) I deer. more 
dear to me 


Than 


A 


— 
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Than life or liberty, that whilſt this blood 

Shall animate my heart, each drop of it 

Shall be devoted to Lucinda's ſervice! 1 
Luc. Let me not, gallant Oſmin, damp your 

hopes ; 25 ASS. | 

But much I fear more dangers may obſtruct 

Our freedorn hence, than you, perhaps, have counted. 

Don Juan has already chill'd my heart = 

With his deteſted love. 3 | 
OsMin. He loves you, and alas! to me has giv'n 

The odious taſk to ſoothe you to his wiſhes ! 

— But cold diſſimulation I deſpiſe. | 

I'll urge my prior claim, our plighted faith. 

Fierce tho' he is, true honour often ſways | 

The gen'rous heart, =tho' clad in rougheſt mould. 
Luc, Let not your honeſt zeal betray to weakneſs, 

Truſt to my conſtancy to ward his aims, 

And uſe the confidence you now enjoy, 

To chooſe, and beſt ſecure, our road to freedom. 

hut leſt ſuſpicion, with her jealous eye 

Our views diſcover, —prudence bids adieu! 

And take our love, our pray'rs and ſafety with you. 
Osmin. I go—bur, as an earneſt of ſucceſs, Lu- 

cinda, | | 

Diſpel your cares, nor cloud with grief the manſion 

Where virtue and ſweet peace delight to dwell ! 

Think that your Oſmin's life depends on yours 

And baniſh every health-corroding thought. 


SCENE V. VAN and ALONZO, 


Alox. You think too deeply of ſo light a buſi- 
nels. e 8 

Shall Juan, whom no dangers can diſmay _ 

Cringe for a woman's ſmiles, like ſome poor pil- 
grim, 

kneeling devoutly at a ſainted ſhrine? 

Ficon't! ſhake off this ague of the foul! 


Jvax. 
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Juan. How ealy 'tis to bear the ills we feel nots 
Or praiſe the med'cines which we need not take ! 
— Bur you are right—l was not form'd for cnoging, | 
To whiſper nonſenſe in a lady's car, 

Or like her lap-dog kiſs the foor that ſpurns me, 
Her proud contempt, and cold indifference, 
Will ſoon extinguiſh love, and kindle hate 
In Juan's breaſt—unus'd to baſe ſubmiſſions. 

Alox. There ſpoke my friend! Who bends to ar- 
rogance, 
Or tamely brooks contempt and inſult, courts emi 
Juan Curſe on my doating folly think, Alonzo, 
In language of a ſlave, in manner abject, 
With falt'ring ſpeech my paſſion I diſclos'd. 
While ſhe with head aſkance and eye diſdainful, 
Said coldly—that ſhe thank'd me for my praiſe 
Above her merits: But ſhe wiſh'd no more of't. 
ALon. Mere female pride, and ſhallow artifice 
To fix you more her ſlave. Cou'd I believe 
That Juan e' er wou'd be a ſimple bubble 
For puling girls to blow and break at pleaſure ? 
Joax. Her father too, with inſolence of birth, 
Spoke of I know not what, —of rank, and titles, 
Of pre-engagements, family diſtinctions ; 
As if ſuch baſe plebeian blood as mine 
Diſhonour'd his by courting an alliance. 
— But, Sir, his bloated pride ſhall ſhrink anon, 
And ſhe intreat for what ſhe now refuſes. 
Alox. You have a conq'ror's rights; but nobly 
chuſe 
To wreathe her chains with flow'rs, and, as a a gift 
Accept th' obedience which you might demand. 
Juan, Spite of e reſentment, pride, and 
pow'r, 
Her dignity of manners awes my mind, 
And ſinks me from her maſter to her ſlave. 
Her Father !—Ay ! the loves him tenderly ! 
1 his ft 1s the nerve to ſhake her apathy ! ! 
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Hier hand ſhall, be the ranſom of his life. 
But firſt, I'll try once more what humble ſuit 
And plaintive vows will do,—Farewell, my friend! 
When next we meet, -I pledge myſelf to prove 
A victor o'er. my miſtreſs—or my love. 

[Exeunt: 


SCENE vf Sd fecret Cavern, CiAypro, with Con- 
ſpirators. 


Craub. Our proſpects brighten, friends [and, if 
the news 
Which floats abroad be true, few of our band 
Will heſitate to Join us. 
Alv. What of the royal edict, _ 
Declaring pardon, peace, arid amneſty, 
To ſuch as quit their arms, and to alle Ince. 
Return within, a certain time preſcrib- 
CAR. 115 rumour gathers frength—and true or 
Ra 
Jives fair occaſion to promote our purpoſe, 
The tyrant Juan now receives abedience 
From fear alone. One, well-directed effort 
Will cruſh his pow'r, and crown us all with freedom. 
Craup. Goaded by ſavage luſt, he now prepares 
To force the lovely captive ta his wiſhes, 
And brand theſe dark abodes with rape and murder! | 
But for myſelf I ſwear! | 
Arv. (All riſing) And for us all For thus we 
ledge ourſelves, 
To ſhield her virgin innocence from wrongs ; 
Or periſh in the glorious enterpriſe. | 
CLaup. What then remains—But that, ſome 
choſen day 
We from the common ranks ſelect ſuch men, 
Faithful and tried, as we can beſt confide in, 
Wich views alledg'd, of ſome bold enterprize; 
Then when Don Juan, - ſome other chick 
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Has thinn'd our troops, and ptowls about for prey, 
Our band returning may diſarm the few _ 
Remaining home. then ſet the captives free, 
And for ourſe]ves gain life and liberty. 
Arv. The meaſure's wiſe andameets with my con- 
currence. 
Cak. So ſay we all. Agreed ! 
Crap. Then, as this juncture of a proffer d par- 
eon 
Should not be dallied with, —each moment's pre- 
cious! 
Mix we among the men and ſound their temper, | 
Spread wide the news and mould them to our pur- 
ole. 
Each © his taſk—be active and def pair not. 


SCENE VII. —Jvax and Lucia. 
Joan. Unſkill'd I am in ſpeech—yet ſweet Lu- 


cinda | 
Scorn not the honeſt language of my love. 85 
If to prefer you as your ſex's pride, 3 0 
To ſeek the beſt reward of all my toils, | | 
In your ſoft ſmiles and growing happineſs, ( 


My choiceſt bliſs reflected ftill from yours: 

If theſe deſerve return accept them here! 

He lays them at your feet whom ſov'reign beauty 3 
Cou'd never bend before; nor adverſe ſtorms | 
Tame to unmanly grief or plaintive ſighs. 

Luc. Alas! How can a gen'rous ſpirit pain 
A wretch like me! by pray'rs I muſt deny. 
My gratitude you have: but this commands 


A frank refuſal where it cannot grant. V 
Juan. O yet delay awhile the ſtern decree, Rs 
That ſeals my fate! Time will afſuage your griefs, O 
And all thoſe miſts of ſorrow melt away, Ti 
Which cloud my hopes, and make M vows diſguſt- D 
ing. 


+ 5 | 3 
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Luc. O! never, never - Whilſt this feeble heart, 


Already ſhatter'd with rude gales of fortune. 


Shall 5 with vital heat, no charms of pow , 


No grandeur, danger, terror, ſhall eraſe 


The faithful image love has graven on it. 
Jo Ax. There ſr it be: bur, ſince, with proud 2018 
tempt, 
You ſcorn my vows remember you re my captive! r 
Luc. Midſt all the horrors of your priſon walls, 


| Your bolts and chains, —my mind ſhall ſtill be free, 
But, does it well become the gallant Juan, 


T'inſult a helpleſs captive, and extort 


_ -—Ignoble prize !—a, hand without a heart ? 


es Give me the hand, (/e:zimg her hand) the 


heart will quickly follow. 
Lve: Is't come to this? Reſpect yourſelf Don 


Juan! 


What do you mean this rude attack forbear ! ! 


— Your vengeance I defy—the hardieſt ruffian 
That rifles in your troop, will yet protect 
My ſex from inſult, and the cauſe maintain 
Of virgin honour, injur'd INNOCence. 

Juan. No! theſe arms ſhall be your beſt protector, 
Guard you from—{(attempts io embrace ber.) 

Luc. Villain avaunt! J hate, and I deſpiſe you. 

(Rings the bell.) | 

What ſervants hoa— Dear Roſetta! 


Enter SEBA STIAN. 


Seb. Whence this alarm Aa! what my daugh- 
ter, 


What ails my child? Sure no one dare inſult you! 


[Lucinda flies to his arms. 
O beſt of parents! have you liv'd to this! | 
To ſee your daughter, in a ruffian's hands ? 


Deſenceleſs, unprotected but by ber n! 


1 2 „ 
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Ss. Is it poſſible? ? O, wretched daughter! m miſere 
able old man! 1 
The loſs of freedom, life, I cqu-d have borne: 
But here to tamel) ſee my child inſulted; = 
O grief unutterable !—Dereſted villain ! 
Old as I am, this arm ſhould puniſh home — 
But we're your priſoners. 
Juan. You are. — And if you wantonly refuſe 
The honours tender d, you muſt count the coſt. 
Seb. 3 wretch, —cold- blooded | daſ- 
R 
To play the tyrant with a helpleſs maiden ! 


Juan. I've been too paſſive with you ; much too 


gentle; 
Miſplac'd indulgence genders ſſ leen and choler. 
Lock'd in ſome gloomy cell, for muſing fir, 
Time may abate your pride, and calm your rage, 
And teach you milder terms than villain, da/tard, 
For ſuch you gave, and threaten'd ry aps 
Here * | 


3 Guards. 


Secure this malecontent, this mutineer, 
And in the darkeſt dungeon chain him down, 
Where, midſt the tangling ſnakes, and bloated toads, 
He may diſgorge the venom of his mind. 
| Luc. Good Sir! O gentle Sir '—ſpare, ore my 
father! _ 
His crime is love to me. His voice was nature's! 
O, on my bended knees I ſupplicate 
Pardon for him,—If puniſhment be due, 
On me diſcharge it all.— Mine all the guilt ; 
If guilt it be to vindicate my honour! 
SeB. Dry up your tears am a poor old man, 
Whole cares will | ſoon be buried in the grave. ; 
O, yet a laſt embrace.—Lucinda weep not! 
Joan, Go! go! yy hear no more. car him 
Away. ; 8 | 
OEB. 
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| Sep. Heav'n ſhield my child! for me or death or 
25 lite 
Boots little, if my daughter live with honour. 
Jvay. Soldiers! do your duty. Convey him in- 
ſtantly as order'd.  [Exeunt, 


Eud af the Fourth Act. 


ACT v. 


SCENE 11 UCINDA walking i in great agitation, and 
then futing penſive. RoSgTTA, and FLoRa, allendiug 
ber. 


Loc. Enough, enough—my heart can bear no 
more! 

Flo. Dear madam, ſpeak to me: 'Tis your Flora, 
ſhe begs it on her knees. 

Luc. Barbarian! Where is my father? O give 
me back my father. He never injur'd you. Let 
your vengeance fall on me; but pre his innocent 
old age. 

Ros. Her grief will drive her to diſtraction (aſide) 
My ſweer Lucinda, compoſe yourſelf !—O how I 

pity you. 
Lee. Kind ſoul Have I yet a a friend that pi- 
ties me? 
| Ros, Behold my tears -I would as freely ſhed my 
blood for your relief. O, moderate your ſorrows. 

Luc. Have I not cauſe for ſorrow? My dear Ro- 
been have 25 a father? | 

Ros. 
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Ros. Alas! 1 am a poor orphan. I know not 
who my parents are—or whether I have any living— 
they have long been dead to your poor Roſetta. 
Luc. I had a father yeſterday—a moſt affectionate 

and generous father! O, what is he now ſuffering ? 
his venerable head on the cold pavement—the chil. 
ling damps hang on his brow—and yet he lifts his 
aged hands'to heav'n, and prays for bleſſings on his 
child. O, 'tis too much! (weeps) 

Flo. Her heart is burſting with anguiſh. —Her 
tears perhaps will aſſuage it. 

Ros. Deareſt Lucinda, I cannot condemn your 
grief never was there a worthier father never a 
more cruel monſter than Juan, 

Luc. You are too kind. I thought every heart 
was harden'd againſt the poor Lucinda. Weep not 
for me—my woes are incurable, Alas! I was born 
to give pain to all wha lov'd me. 

Ros. Generous lady—we are all your friends. Not 
a ſoldier in the ranks, but deteſts the tyrant— 
Luc. Heav'n reward them '—But kind Roſetta— 

if I could but ſee my father were it only to bid him 

a laſt adieu, and bathe his fect with my tears—O, 
try, my friend, your eloquence, for this laſt favour, 
Juan perhaps may grant you this boon. _ 

Ros. He will. I'll fly to him, and beg it on my 
knees. It will amuſe his hopes, and give our friends 
time to conſult. © 

Luc. Beſt of women! take this embrace—Delay 
not a moment, tell him that he now has it in his 
power to grant me the higheſt boon—to ſpare—ta 
be tender to my father—-that I will be his humble 
ſuitor on my knees that if offence was given it was 
not my father, but me who offended! 

Ros. His heart of adamant muſt relent at "IL 
diſtreſs. - Flora will attend you. Deſpair not: but 
expect me immediately with good tidings? adicu. 


SCENE 
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Fi 


SCENE II. —Osmin and Cru | 


Onan, What ſhall I do?—Let me not think of 
as] 
„„ monſter! exec rable villain ! 
What offer violence? what dare inſult 
Lucinda? But I'll have revenge—revenge! 
—* Twill ſweeten death or torture. —Bur why ſpeak 
Of tortures? for what wheel, what rack can equal 
The pangs that wring my ſoul? Why do I linger? 
O, Claudio lend your dagger! now compleat 
The meaſure of your friendſhip, 
 CLaup. Reſtrain, dear Oſmin! this impetuous 
rage. 5 75 
What would you do? 
Os MIN. What you, what ev'ry man would do : 
Seek out 
The villain in his deepeſt dark receſs, 
Tell him of mine, and of Lucinda's wrongs, 
And plant this dagger in his brutal heart: 
El muſt away. 
Craup. By heav'ns I feel your injuries molt 
deeply: | 
But why permit the tempeſt of your paſſion 
To tear up every hope we long have foſter'd? 
Tuan, with guards ſurrounded, may dety _ 
| Your hotteſt rage, and drive it on yourſelf, 
On me, on all your friends, but chief Lucinda. 
Os ux. Im loſt in doubt. To act or to delay. 
My head with thought's perplexing 7 eddics whirls.— 
True if I fail, my love will be expos'd 
To uncurb d luſt, and brutal violence; 


Intomb'd alive, —or, like a trembling lamb | 


Inclos'd within a hungry tiger's cage! 

O proſpect black with horror! But ev'n now, 
This moment, while I pauſe, may prove deciſive! 
The re! is caſt, the villain {corns diſguiſe : 


er 
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Her father breathes his laſt in ſome dark dungeon: 
And ſhe muſt fall a victim to his paſſions ! 

Perhaps this very hour hear het ſhrieks ! 

She calls on me for aid: but calls in vain. 
——Curſe on the monſter, that thus dare profane 
Such heav'n- born virtue But his doom is fix'd. 

I will away. The very ſhadow, poſſibility 

Of ſuch a deed, diſtracts me. 

CLaup. Let not, dear Oſmin! fancy's images 
Delude the ſteady viſion of your mind. 
Lucinda is protected When her father, 

By Juan's ſtern decree, was raviſh'd from her; 
Roſetta flew to ſhare her ſiſter's ſorrows; 
Support her fainting head and calm her fears ; 
Alvarez' wife, whoſe gentle ſoul ſtill beats 

| In uniſon with hers, will guard Lucinda, 

With all a ſiſter's, friend's, and mother's care; 

Os Min. Thanks to thee, Claudio,—my beſt leading 

ar! 
O, what a load of enguith you've remov'd 
From this frail heart! Direct me as you pleaſe, 
I will be patient.—But ſay when, my friend, 
The happy day will come for our releaſe? 
Is ought determin'd? any time appointed ? 

Crauvp. The fair Lucinda has prevail d, this 

night, 

To viſit her dear father in his priſon, 

Attended by Don Juan, and Roſetta. 

— That juncture we'll embrace as opportune 

To form our force, diſarm all oppoſition, 

Secure the gates, and ope an caly paſlage 
To light and liberty. | | 
Os IN. Delightful thought new vigour ſteels | 

my ſoul. | 

—Yet, yet we may be bleſt Lucinda mine! 

O with what ling'ring pace the hours will creep 

*Twixt this and execution! 


CLaud. 


E 


D. 


And ſmil'd ſerenely 'midſt conſuming flames. 
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Crab. Take theſe arms; conceal them in your 


cell : 


And when the time Ae Il know your valour 
Withuſe them gallantly —hut, O, beware 


Of any raſh improvident affray ; 
As you may value freedom, life; Lucinda! 
Fare wel; my friend, the night draus on apace; 


1 muſt depart, [Exeunt, 


SCENE 1II.—SzsasTLAx chained in the Dungeon. 


Sküasr. Why does the dart of death hang trem- 
bling o'er me? 

O come, thou friend of wretches! wrap my ſoul 

In ſweet oblivion and dumb apathy ! 


One boundleſs waſte of drear deſpair murrbunds 


me; 
Poor miſerable old inan One darling child 
I cheriſh'd, from her birth; made her the point 


Where all my deareſt hopes and pleaſures center d: 


— But when the harveſt of my bliſs was ripe, 

A cruel ſpoiler comes, and levels all. 

—— Yet, Why complaiti of fate?—I, I alone 
Have been the guilty cauſe of all her woes, 

I croſs'd and check'd the current of her love, 


Tore from her breaft a flow'r of rich perfume, 


To place a loathſome nettle in its ſtead, _ 
— The martyr fix'd her placid eyes on heav'n, 
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—Pour then, ye fates! your judgments on my head; 
Tho' bow'd with grief and age, reſign'd I'll bear 
The ſtorm: but ſpare, O ſpare my child! 

Nor, let brutality pollute a fane 

Sacred to filial picty and love! 


Enter RostTTA and Lucinba. 


But ha! what good unhop'd for!—dear Lucinda! 
K Once 
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Once more theſe tear-dim'd eyes behold my daugh- 
ter! | (embraces ber. 
Once more theſe wither'd arms, once more encircle 
My age's ſtaff and comfort ! | 
Luc. My father! O, my father! 
SeBasT. Why weeps my child? Be comforted, for 
ſoon _ 
All will be well.—I am not ill provided. 
My cell, tho' ſmall, is yet-not inconvenient. 
Loc. O, have J liv'd to this,—burſt, burſt, my 
heart! 
To ſee thee in this damp and noiſome dungeon 
Inhaling poiſons ; like a murderer, 
Chain'd to a floor cold, deadly, and obdurate 
As Juan's flinty breaſt! [ 
. SEBAST, You magnify my ſufferings. —They a are 
light. 
Dry up — tears. They ſoften and unman me. 
Don Juan will relent: — or, if he ſhould not, 
Heav'n ſuits the ſtrength and patience to the trial. 

Loc. O that the tyrant would accept my life 
A ſacrifice for yours : but to be his! 

A pander to his luſt In ſome dark tomb 
Tied to a mould'ring trunk, I'd ſooner weep 
Life's fad remains away. 

Ros. Gentle Lucinda! O my much- lov'd lady ! 
O'ercharge not thus the picture of your woes. 
Beauty, which ſoothes the prowling lion's rage 
And quenches the keen light'nings of his eyes, 
Will awe the fiercer Juan to — ih 
Is not my Claudio's ? Is not Oſmin's arm 
Prepar'd to guard you from his brutal force ? 
Prepar'd to cruſh his pow'r and ſet us fre? 
hut peace what noiſe is this: I hear Don Juan. 


Enter Juan, 


Juan. Perhaps my preſence is unten nde 
1 hope this conference prove propitious 


Toa: - 
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To you, to me. For truſt me meaſures harſh 

Are alien to me :—Shall this hand be mine? 

Your father free? and love and joy ſucceed 

This angry tempeſt ? 


Luc. If all Peruvia's treaſures were Lucinda's, 

Freely I'd give them for my father's freedom: 

Or if to toil all day, and weep all night, 

Perform each menial office at your bidding 

Can pay his ranſom — ſee your willing ſlave. 

— But ſooner hope to fan into a flame _ 

Yon ſnowy hills, or force the torrent upward, 

Than hope to kindle love by rude compulſion. 
Juan. Are theſe your fix'd reſolves ?Then thus 

1 baniſh RO 

_ This puling, whining ſoftneſs from my heart. 
I'll be no more a mendicant in love, | 

To crouch and palter at a captive's feet. 

But ere my vengeance fall, remember, madam, 

This is the final hour of grace and mercy. 

Think of yourſelf and what you owe your father. 
SEBAST. She owes me nothing. Well ſhe has re- 
| aid | 

Each von of filial love, -Hencefarth ſhe's free. 

Forget me, dear Lucinda! Or, think of me 

As ofa poor old man, who ſighs for death. 

As for a peaceful haven, free from ſtorms. 

Luc. O! ſay not ſo my father! 

Juan. A truce to all this vain bombaſt of ſor- 

row: 

Are you relolv'd to grant my ſuit ? or ſuffer. 

_ SrBasT. Waſte not your rage in idle menaces. 

Behold a willing victim! Why delay? _ 

Here is my breaſt—ſtrike deep and ſet me free! 

— Bur, if you have a father; if you ever 

Have fondly hung upon a mother's breaſt, _ 

Think what a father feels, —and ſpare my daugh- 


ter! 
K 2 Juan, 


J 
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Juan. Yes, I will ſpare the pretty innocent, 
To pleaſe my leiſure hours. Her ſilken pluma = 
Will gratify my eye; and pamper'd richly 
With ev'ry delicacy, the ſweet warbler 
Shall ſing and hop about her wiry Cage, 
Forgetting you and freedom. | 
_ SEBAsT. Deteſted wretch! baſe cowardly aſa n! | 
For ſure, true valour never can conſort 


With harden'd guilt, and cold revenge like thine. 


Juan. —Take then the boon you afk ,—perverſe. 
edman” OO (drawing his Sword). 
And ſince you will not grace Lucinda' s Nuptials; 
—She— ſhall perform the fun'ral rites for you. _ 
( Lucinda and Roſetta kneeling and holding his arm.) 
Luc. Help, help! O yet a moment ſlay. 2 
Juax. Off! off! your tears and pray'rs are now in 
vain, 
Loc: O Heav'n ſopport me ! Save my father, 
ſave! - 
Tf ever gentle pity mov'd your breaſt ; 


If ever hope of pardon from above; 


If c'er you felt one tender thought for me, 


Have mercy on his age. 


Juan. You know my terms, his lite c or dcath 


Depends on your deciſion. 


Luc. My mad” ning brain is fir'd! I know not 
what! 
Grant me a little pauſe—a ſhort reprieve !. 
Time may e My poor diſtracted heart! 
Juan, Ha! what noiſe is this; who dares in- 
r | 


Enter 9 with a Sword. 


Os ix. Hold! hold, I charge vou 
Jvan. Ha, traitor, vile diſſembler! what. mean 
you here. 
(Oſmin ruſhes on him, _ him down and diſarmis 
m.) 


Olin. 
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Os Murx. Your life is in f 2 Submit, or 
die! | 
Sebaſtian take his ſword. 
Luc. Be merciful—ſtain not your hands with 
blood. 
Juan. Curſe on my folly! thus to be dup'd by 
| women, . e 
And beardleſs boys! 


Enter CLAy oro, ALVAREZ, and CaxLOs. 


Club. Thus far ſucceſs, has crown'd us. a 
| Sebaſtian 
Free from his chains, And let us leave Don Juan: 
A pris ner in his ſtead. 
( Free Seboſtian and klein Juan.) 
Juan, Perdition ſeize ye all—-perfidious flaves! © 
 StrasT. O hour of joy My bleſſings on vou 
e | 
Lucinda, Gin take this warm embrace. 
ALv. The time is precious l every poſt: lever dt 
And all our followers, panting for. eſcape, 
My wife's impatient for her dear Roſetta. 
Take no,baggage—Bur jewels and ſuch. dreſs. - 
As may be.needful, Come, be on the wing. | 
Os MIN. My joy reprefſes ſpeech. Come dear 
Lucinda, BEE, * 
Worthy Sebaſtian, haſte to liberty. 
Luc. How. much more {weet wall our  delivirance 
be | 
Since purchas' d by my Oſmin. 
CIAub. Your hand, Roletia.—Rouſe your ſpirits, 
love, | 
Let not the big event alarm you. Chear! 
Ros. This ſudden turn of. fortune overwhelms 
me; 
I fear no danger. Let us ſeek my mother. 
Juax. Go, baſe deſerters * ! hollow-hcarted trai- 


tors! 
| Go 
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Go bear away your ſpoils of treachery. 

—But—O beware! of ever meeting Juan. 
| [ Exennt, 


SCENE IV. Near Bareges. 


OsMIN, SEBASTIAN, Sc. and the Ladies in their flight, 
BaLTHAZAR with baggage on bis back, 


BaLTH. Well, after all, nothing's like liberty to 
make a man bear his burdens cheerfully. There's 
not a porter in Conſtantinople could have ſuſtain'd 
half this load on his ſhoulders, —'Tis true, I'm a 
little out of breath; but that comes of confinement | 
and good living; which make a man as groſs, purſy, 
and ſhort-winded, as a ſtall'd ox or coop'd capon. 
But hoa maſters, I ſee lights. Is not that Bareges 
before us? | | 

OsMin, My eyes deceive me, or I ſee the town, 
Fam'd for its min'ral waters and its baths. 

Courage my friends! one effort more will put us 
Beyond the reach of danger. 15 e 

CrAup. Support yourſelf upon my arm, Roſetta, 
This rugged road, and long laborious march, 
Exhauſt your tender frame. 

Ros. All toil is light with you. Theſe rough en- 

counters | wt f 
Will yield new pleaſures in a tranquil hour, 
Making the calm ſeem calmer. - 
OsMin. Auſpicious night! Thus far, without 
diſaſter, | 
Our march is good. Purſuit is now in vain. ' 
And one ſhort-hour will lodge us ſafe in harbour, 

ALv. Methinks I hear the feet of paſſengers. 
Halt all, be mod'rate, firm, and fear not. 

Luc. Heav'n protect us; I hope there is no dan- 


ger. e 
Os uIN. 
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Os ix. None, love! belike it is the public watch 
That nightly ſcours the country to n 
Defenceleſs travellers. 


Enter Patrole arm' d. 


Par. Whence and what are you? 
SeBAST. Friends WF 14 men, and true, who wiſh 
to go 
The neareſt road to town. 
Orric. If friends, we it protect you; but if 
foes, | 
Lay down your arms, or you may mourn the ive; 

SEBAST, Conſcious of innocence, we freely yield 
Our arms, demanding ſafe conveyance hence 
To ſome chief magiſtrate; where, with full proof, 
Our names and quality we will diſcloſe, 

And claim the law's protection. 

Orric. In the King's name I do arreſt yet all, 
And ſeize theſe goods, Comrades, let none eſcape. 
BaLTH. Then ſhoulders quit your truſt. (throws 
down his load.) In the King's name 

If you arreſt this baggage, —take charge of it. 

To your moſt kind protection I conlign it, 
And envy not the trophies which you bear. 


SoLD. Theſe are ſome of the gang I warrant, that 


have ſo long infeſted this neighbourhood. We've 
cas'd them of good plunder. 


2d SOLD. Some of the rogues will ſwing, and we 


have a handſome reward, 


iſt Sol. Two of them I can fwear to; for they 


did 
Moft noble execution, when they plunder'd 
The King's convoy of treaſure. | 
Orric. To the firlt judge convey the priſoners. 

His ſentepce will decide their fate; mean while 
Treat them with clemency, and for each ſcruple 

Each item of their goods, be anſw erable. 
| | Exennt.. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. — Bareges. 


Court, Jupcr as tbe Beach ain Priſoners at the Bar. 


Jop. Moſt worthy Signior, (0 Sebaſtian) we have 


| heard with pity 
Your ſtrange eventful tale, the painful trials 
You and your captiv'd daughter have endur'd 
Of your deliv'rance gallantly atchiev'd 
By theſe brave youths, and their approy 'd compa- 
nions, | 
And of their prudent purpoſe to accept 
The royal grace and pardon tender'd them: 
Much I applaud them; and when theſe averments 


Are ſanction'd well by proofs, — ſuch rich deſervings 


No doubt, will meet with lib'ral compenſation. 
But *tis our duty to ſuſpend belief, 

Till you produce ſome vouchers for your credir, 
Some citizens approv'd who know you well, 
Your ſtation, character, and general claim 

Jo confidence and truſt. 


SeBAsST. Two worthy men I know of chat deſcrip- 


tion, 
Don Ferd'nand and Antonio. I have ſent 
To cite them here upon the wings of friendſhip. 
Jv». No gentlemen of more eſtabliſh'd honour 
Adorn the age. —— Their zeal beſpeaks their love. 


I ſee them coming. 
Fr RD. (Embracing him.) welcome my lang -d d 


friend hat ſtrange diſaſter 


Has brought you here? You, from whom injur'd virtue 8 


Has ever ſought, nor ſought in vain, protection. 


Jop. The cauſe and circumſtance of his deton- 


tion 
We wave recital of: but aſk at preſent 
Some warranty of his good character, 
His rank | in life and tenor of his conduct. 


FER). 


IAA. 
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Ferxp. Pardon me, Sir, if, as wy" friend is Pre- 
ſent, 
1 cannot ſpeak ſo largely as he merit. 
But, if to riſk my fortune on his word, 
My reputation; life, upon his faith, 
His loyalty and prudence, may claim credit, 
pledge them here. 
AnrT. And I, who knew him from his youth, will 
join 
In the ſame bond, —tho' my heart's deareſt blood 
Were ſtak'd the forfeit of his fallacy. 
Jop. Then I pronounce him free: ſo are you all, 
All free: bur, firſt, ere you depart from hence, 
To each the oath I will adminiſter 
Of due ſubmiſſion and allegiance true. 4 
Of this anon. But tell me, good Sebaſtian, IS 
How mongſt the trinkets here delivered me 
In cuſtody, as ſtol'n,—appears a bracelet 
And other coſtly ornaments, inſcrib'de £ 
With Ferd'nand's arms, and his late lady's name, ; 
And other characters, which ſtrongly note 
They once were his, or of his family, | 
| ALv. Thoſe female ornaments, moſt reverend Sig- 
mier 
Are the ſole fortune, tad . | 
Of poor Roſetta;—this dear, much- lov'd orphan, 
Ferp. Myſterious caſe ! Permit me to inſpect 
That caſket, that apparel Gods, is't poſſible! 
Theſe very jewels [ purchas'd for my wife, 
And all theſe little favours were beſtow'd 
Upon our age's hope, my long-loſt daughter; 
How 455 you get them, ſay ? when, where, good 
lady? 
To whom did you affirm they appertain'd ? 
Av. Full ten fair ſuns bave had their annual 
round, x 
Since this ſweet maid. then a mere pritiling girl 
Some cos years old, was captur'd by our band, 
L And 
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And with theſe jewels, and this rich attire, 
Deliver'd to iny care. 
FE RD. The circumftances, name, and time agree, 
— My daughter, if | err not, had a mole 
Upon her neck, and a ſmall purple ſtain, 
Which her fond mother's fancy call'd a grape. 
ALy. See, ſee—the marks are here | O wond'r rous 
chance! | 
Fra p. Is this Roſetta?—It muſt, it muſt be her! 
I ſee her mother's beauties . there. 
*Tis nature ſpeaks within me! tis my daughter! 
Dear child! forgive a father's fond embrace. ; 
Ros. O long deſpair'd of day! O rich reward 
For all my forrows paſt! no more a captive, 
No more an unrelated, hopelefs orphant © 
___ CLavud. And on my knees, let me too afk your 


bleſſi 
J lov'd ater, priz'd her for herſelf, 
When both her birth and fortune were unknown. 
O let not then this current of fucceſs 
Shipwreck my fondeſt hopes? 
FERD. Riſe, gentle youth, and, if I find your v vir 
tues 
Deſerve Roſetta's choice, —ſhe ſhall be yours. 
What is your father? where does he reſide? 
CIAUD. Don Lopez of Grenada. One whoſe 
goodnefs _ 
Well merited a wiſer, worthier heir. 
Ferp. I knew him well. He died, ſome rnelve 
months ſince, | 
And left his wealth and cities” to his ſon.— 
But more of this hereaſter. our hand old friend! 
[0 Seb aftian. 
Let us retire and ſhare our gen'ral joy. 
Luc. O Ferdinand! you know not half the value 
Of this rich gem which fortune has reſtor'd you. 
Deareſt Roſetta ! e ber) bleſſi ings light upon 
** | 


Os ux. 
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| Oanars, O let me ſpeak--bur I can ne'er deſetibe 
The talents, courage, vittues of my Claudio; * 
To him we owe our lives, and you your daughter. 

Ros. (To Donna Alvarez) ſhall 1 forget you No, 
thou beſt of friends? 


Rank, titles, opulence, ſhall more recall 
My kind inſtructreſs, guardian, «more than mo- 


ther! 


SxBAsr. Much do 1 owe to Claudio, much to Of: 
a, 
And well have weightd op daughters prudent 
choice. 


Then, leſt ſome new misfortune ſhould divide 


Their long-prov'd loves, to-morrow let the bands 
Of holy hymen join each happy pair, 
And fill the common meaſure of our bliſs. 

Fo. If on examination all agree 


= 558 object. 


BaiTy. What have 1 done maſter, after a 


with you ſo deeply of your bitter draughts, not to 
be allow'd to pledge you in your bowl of proſperity. 


Since wedlock is the faſhion, let Flora and I make 
the trio. I'll not ſtarve on commons while my 
neighbours fatten in incloſures. | 
Os. What has wrought this change in you, Sir- 
rah? You who dreaded matrimony more than pur- 
gatory or a lean Lent. 

BaLTH. Prevention maſter, prevention, many a 


nauſeous doſe is ſwallow'd by way of antidote. I 


ſhall put Flora in poſſeſſion of this dear perſon,—to 


have and to hold—to bar the claims of Urſula. 


Who.would ng take a preventive againſt a plague 
worſe by ten fold than any of Pharaoh's! A wife 
old, ugly, jealous, a miſer, and a ſcold? Lord have 
mercy on poor Pharaoh, ſhe would have ſoon-claw'd 


the Egyprian into compunction. 8 


Os Ix. Well, no more! we have no objection to 
your plan of reform, it Flora will attempt your cure. .. 
Jup. 
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5 jup. You gentlemen, who mean to take the oaths, 
I'm ready to attend. Signiors, farewel! 
But recollect, that, on ſome fair occaſion 
I ſhall expect a full diſtinct narration 
Of all your perils, trials, and adventures, 
Which teach this leſſon Never 10 deſpair ! 
On life's wide ſea, in ſorrow's gloomy night, 
Still keep alive hope's animating light, 
Stem the rough tide, with patience firm and even, 
Act well your parts, and leave the reſt to heaven ! 
( Exennt. 
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